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It was a dreary day. Steely, slowly swirling clouds covered every mile of visible sky. On and off, light drizzles 
and soft showers punctuated the mid-morning. To anyone else, perhaps this day would seem just like any other 


poorly day. However, to two men and six of their buddies, this day was far from mediocre. 


Well.. Perhaps if these eight men took a walk outside their bodies and viewed the day at hand from a distanced 
angle- the angle any outsider would have- they might find that the coming plans were actually quite pathetic. 
Too stubborn to do that, they carried on with preparation 


Five of the men in question were holed up in their four-bedroom home. A rather modest one, to be fair. Brick. 


Ivy growing up the sides. They liked it just fine, really. One of these men in particular had quite a fondness, in 
fact, for the back garden, where his planted flowers were just beginning to sprout. 


Far from the cool air and moist ground that surrounded his plants, Jon Anderson was in one of the upstairs 
bedrooms with Rick- the room they shared- giving him a good pep-talk. This Rick Wakeman had gone and 
gotten himself tied up into a bet, and that is what made Today special. If, at all, you could call it that. This bet 
wasn't one of card games or feats of physical strength, though. No, this bet took a different sort of power, 


one Rick had much more practise in. 


This was an eating contest. Pie-eating, to be specific. Over a haughty dinner conversation the day prior, Rick 
assured he could eat the more than anyone present. A certain Greg Lake, guest at their table, begged to 
differ. An excited "oooo!” from Greg's consort, Carl Palmer, egged them on further. And so came the 


agreement that they would see just who could, in fact, eat more. 


While Jon tried in a variety of different ways to fire up and galvanise Rick, a sleek black car pulled up into the 
gravel drive. Three men stepped out; one tall with a round face; one with bright eyes and soft-looking hair; the 
third, much shorter, and tough looking. The tallest, Greg, held an umbrella over himself and his bright-eyed and 
smiling Carl, who clutched tightly onto Greg's arm. Keith Emerson followed closely behind, unaffected by the 
rain splashing his face and dripping down the leather of his jacket. 


Greg led his little entourage up to the small sun room, whose door was held open by a pair of muddy 
Wellington boots. The door leading from the sun room into the house, too, was open, letting the early spring 


breeze into the kitchen. Carl knocked on the doorframe of the kitchen door as Greg folded the umbrella 


"They're here," a low voice called from inside. 


‘Oh, hello, come inl" said another man, standing at the counter, who waved them in. This man had shaggy, dirty 


blond hair and a wide smile. His apron was covered in flour. This man was Steve Howe. 


The three stepped into the kitchen, Keith shaking his wet hair just a bit, Carl moving immediately to Steve's 


side, hovering over to see what he was making. 


"Just starting the dough for the pies," Steve explained, continuing to knead it, "I've made enough for eight" 


"What sort are you making?" Greg asked as he took off his jacket, brushing off any stray raindrops. 


"Four blueberry, four apple," replied the low voice. This voice belonged to a man sitting on the other side of 
the counter, on a stool. He was leaning lazily, his head in his hand, fingers knotting and unknotting in his thick 


blond curls. He was eyeing the cartons of blueberries and bowl of apples hungrily. 


"Bill, you can have an apple, if you want," Steve said, not bothering to take his eyes up. 


The man with the low voice grinned and reached over for a plump and shiny red apple. 


"Chris around?" Greg continued as a satisfying, crisp crunch came from Bill biting into his apple. 


"In the living room," was Steve's reply. 


Greg nodded and, giving Carl a peck on the cheek, left for the living room. 


Christopher Squire was a very tall man, with chiselled features and large hands. At this moment, his long, lanky 
legs were crossed, one over the other, as he was perched in a comfortable armchair. Beneath his loose bangs, 


his brow was furrowed just slightly in gentle concentration while he read from a book entitled, Shindleria 


Praematurus and Other Prehistoric Fish. 


"Morning," Greg greeted as he entered the den 


Chris looked up and smiled in a friendly, but collected way. "Good morning," he shut his book, "Prepared for 
your bet?" 


‘Oh, I've been prepared," Greg chuckled and patted his stomach- which really wasn't all that large- as he sat 
on the sofa across from Chris’ chair, "Rick has no idea what he's getting himself into." 


Chris, having seen Rick put away food on many a holiday dinner, could not be swayed. However, he was still 


quite intrigued and curious to witness Greg's effort. "We'll see," he said politely. 


In the kitchen, Steve had begun to make the pie fillings. Carl was still hovering over his shoulder, fussing at 
everything he did. 


"A nice bit of lemon juice on the apples, | think. Keep them crisp," Carl said and set a lemon and parring knife in 


front of Bill; who looked exasperated that he was being asked to do something. 


Knowing Bill would be ruffled that he was expected now to help, Steve smiled to himself. He liked Carl. Liked his 
energy, liked his spunk. He was lining the pie dishes now with the dough as Carl instructed Bill on the proper 


way to slice a lemon. 


Meanwhile, Keith was standing in the corner, watching from afar, as he often did. His arms were drawn and 
crossed over his broad chest, making him look a bit more choleric than perhaps he really was. Carl was not 
going to stand for Keith brooding and feeling left out, however, and, as usual, came over to pull him into the 


real atmosphere. 


"C'mon, now," Carl said, "Smiiile." 


Between Carl's enthusiasm and his soft touch, Keith really couldn't help but do just that. 


"That's better," Carl chimed, fluffing Keith's hair- an action some might've found a bit degrading coming from 
someone five years younger, but Keith just shivered and grinned; Carl had that effect on him. 


"Ive got it, I've got it!" Bill huffed grumpily when Carl returned to heckle his lemon slicing. 


Steve took this time to finish the pies quickly, without Carl hovering over him. Just as he was about to pour 
the blueberry filling in, a hand settled on his arm. 
"| think | should taste test that. Make sure it's safe," Keith said, serious looking as ever. 


"But- you just watched me make it-" Steve was cut off, however, by Keith dipping a spoon into the filling and 
taking a heaping bite. 


"Hmm, can't tell. | think I'll have to taste again,” he said after a moment of considering, taking a second one. 


Steve took this opportunity to snatch the spoon from Keith, "Out!" 


"For all | know, you could be trying to poison Greg." 


Steve rolled his eyes. He couldn't tell if Keith was joking or not; after all, he had always been quite protective 
over Greg and Carl. Too protective, Steve thought. 


Deciding the taste was quite satisfactory, Keith returned to his corner, arms once again crossed over his 


chest. 


I5 minutes later, the pies were in the oven- one a little short, thanks to Keith's poison checking. The four made 
their way into the living room; Bill licking the stirring spoon, Carl brushing stray flour from his shirt, Steve 
going over a mental checklist to assure himself he'd done everything right, and Keith trailing behind. Upon 
entering, they found Greg and Chris bent over a wooden and marble chess board on the coffee table. Beside 
Chris was a small pile of black marble chess pieces- a bishop, two pawns, and a rook. Beside Greg, a smaller 


pile of white pieces- two pawns and a knight. 


"Ooo, are you winning, Gregory?" Carl asked, sitting close next to him on the sofa. 


Greg made an indecisive grunt, brow furrowed in concentration. He rubbed his chin slowly- thinking- before 
moving his remaining rook forward. Chris looked just slightly taken aback by this gesture, and quickly 
submerged himself into strategy planning. 


With the tension from the game momentarily taken off his shoulders, Greg looked up to smile at Carl and pat 
his knee. "Pies in the oven?" 


"Oh yes, they look lovely," Carl replied, wrapping his arm around Greg's. 


"I think the filling came out tasty," Steve said, sitting down on the carpet and stretching out to watch the 
chess game, "Keith can attest." 


"Seems safe," Keith assured. He remained standing, next to the sofa where Greg and Carl sat. 


"| helped!" said Bill in an almost cavalier tone as he sunk into an armchair, swinging his legs over one of the 


arms. 


"He sliced a lemon," Carl explained to Greg, deflating Bill's arrogance balloon. 


It was at this moment that Chris triumphantly removed Greg's remaining rook from the board and set it 
amongst his other captured pieces. All eyes turned to the game, and they watched as Greg huffed. 


"Aw, fuck," he muttered, scratching his chin again. 


The game trekked forward, and the minutes on the oven timer ticked by. When the oven dinged, everyone was 


just a bit startled; they had all gotten quite enthralled with the increasingly intense game at hand. 


"That'll be the pies, then," Steve said as he stretched and got up to go check them. 


"lll help!" Carl called and hopped up to follow Steve. 


Keith convoyed, finding it best to stick with Carl. He kept a few feet's distance as he watched Steve pull the 
pies from the oven, one by one. All eight of them looked quite impressive- even the shortened one. Four of 
them had sticky, molten, dark purple filling oozing out from between few little gaps in the top layer of crust. 
The other four had a similar look, but in rich brown. Not one of the crusts was in even close to burnt or 
underdone, but instead at just the perfect level of golden crispiness. Steve couldn't help but grin proudly down 


at his sweet-smelling pies. 


"Well, | say they look rather fantastic," Steve said finally, after a good few moments of awe-stricken gazing. 


‘Oh, they're perfect!" Carl crooned. He turned to Keith and pulled him closer to properly view the pies. "Aren't 
they perfect, Keith?" 


"They look very nice," Keith agreed with a nod, unable to shy away a smile from Carl's ardour. 


"Hang on a sec, | want to take a picture," Steve said before leaving the room and jogging upstairs. 


‘I'm so excited!" Carl coved, still holding onto Keith's arm. "Are you excited, Keith?" 


"Yeah, it's fun," Keith replied, certainly enjoying this quiet moment of Carl clinging onto him. 


Carl leaned into him, toying with the leather lapels on Keith's jacket absentmindedly. "Do you think Gregory wil 


win?" 


"| dunno. | know he can eat more than his fair share, but Rick is pretty savage." Keith had a hard time 
refraining from running his hands through Carl's pretty hair. 


Steve entered the kitchen quietly enough to be able to witness a few seconds of Carl and Keith's close 
quarters. It wasn't the first time he'd seen something of the sort, and he'd always wondered what the real 
situation was between Keith and Carl- and Greg, as well. He knew Carl liked to be doting, but was he this 
particularly affectionate to everyone, or just Keith? Keith often wondered the same things. 


Steve cleared his throat just slightly and the two separated quickly- however, not too quickly. As if it wasn't 
too much of an emergency if someone saw them like that. Steve couldn't help but wonder- but, anyway, it 


wasn't any of his business. 


"Brand new roll of film," Steve said with excitement as he stood in front of the pies and held up the camera to 
take the picture. He paused, adjusting it as it focused, and then it emitted its faint, familiar ‘snap’. 


The strap around Steve's neck on which the camera hung was frayed with clear love and use. The word 
"Canon" was just barely legible on the worn nylon. Steve was very seldom seen without his camera The desk in 
his room was covered in scattered photographs, and many were hanging on the walls. He had even converted a 
little room in the basement into a dark room. He loved capturing the things he saw and preserving them in film 
and paper. It gave him the feeling of solace and joy knowing that he wouldn't have to strain too much to 
remember something, because he had it right there on film. He supposed it was the feeling some people might 


get from writing in a diary. 


As he was taking his fourth or fifth photo- had to make sure it was just right- two people came downstairs 
and into the kitchen. They both looked quite rosy and cheerful, and they stood comfortably close to each other. 


"Hello!" Jon greeted. Jon was a short man- shorter than even Keith- with shoulder length, slightly curly hair. 
His eyes were big and dazzling, his smile charming. He appeared to be delicate and submissive- and he sure 


could play the part- but he was independent and sassy, and certainly not one to be overlooked, 


Steve looked up from his camera, "Oh, hello. | was wondering when you two were coming down!" 


"We've been busy," Rick responded. Rick was tall- just about a foot taller than Jon- and broad. His straight, 
golden hair swept down quite a bit past his shoulders. Today, as he did many days, he was wearing a childish- 
looking t-shirt. The shirt's message, however, was a bit more obscene than what might be found on a child's 


garment. 


"Preparing," Jon continued. 


"Yes, preparing,” Rick nodded. 


"Are the pies finished? They smell wonderful," Jon piped, coming over to view them. 


"They need to cool for a while," Steve said, still feeling quite proud about his impeccable pies. "We should get a 
table set up for Greg and Rick to do their eating at." 


"| believe we have a folding table in the basement,” Rick said. 


"Lets go fetch it," said Steve as he took his camera off and put it on the counter. 


"lll get Bill to help," Rick replied, and the two left. 


Jon turned to Carl and Keith, smiling. "Say, have | shown you my flower garden? They're sprouting!" 


"Ooo, show us!" Carl chimed. 


Jon grinned and led the way out, through the sunroom, and into the breeze, which was still carrying a light, 
but pleasant, drizzle of rain. The grass was slick, and the soil soft. It was cool enough to leave Carl wishing he 
had brought a jacket, but not cool enough for him to run back inside to grab one. Keith, for one, enjoyed the 
way the wind lifted his hair around his neck and kissed his cheeks. 


They walked a few yards to where several flower beds were, each outlined in wood. The very beginnings of life 
showed on the smooth beds of soil, thin, green stems had begun to emerge in neat rows. Some even had tiny, 
tightly shut buds amongst minute leaves. The breeze rustled through the young sprouts, and they swayed 
gently. Carl couldn't help but find the contrast from the crisp green of the plants against the dark brown of 
the soil to be absolutely stunning, and he showed it with a little gasp of appreciation. 


"Aren't they great?" Jon said, looking quite prided. He pointed at a certain row, "These are larkspur, and right 
next to them is the heather-" he indicated another row- "see it? Ooo, and here's the narcissus, along the back 


row. Oh, and my favourite, peony- | just love peony!" 


Jon palavered on. Personally, Keith couldn't tell one lick of difference between the supposedly different types of 
flowers. Mind, they were only stems and leaves for the most part now, but Jon was pointing out all sorts of 
variations that Keith just didn't see. However, the look of excitement on Carl's face was certainly enough to 


keep Keith entertained and happy, so he smiled and nodded in response to Jon's spiel. 


After what seemed to be at least five solid minutes on the subject of peony's Victorian meaning- romance, 
beauty, honour ("Oh how sweet!" Carl cooed)- it began to rain a bit harder. It came down in heavy drops, 
quickly soaking into their hair and clothes. 


"Hurry inside!" Jon squeaked, covering his hair with his arms; it always became terribly tangled when wet. 


When the three returned to the house with dripping hair, they were greeted with a very pleasant wave of 
piano. The sound seemed to float gently through the house, giving the feeling of a warm, comfortable embrace. 


Jon immediately grinned when he heard the music, and bustled into the living room, Keith and Carl following. 


Rick was sitting at an upright piano made of a gorgeous polished mahogany. The sheet music on the stand was 
handwritten in pencil, with clear edit marks and erasures. He knew the piece well, though; he didn't seem to 


need to look at the music nor his hands as he played seamlessly. 


"Ooo, Rick, | love this song," Jon said happily, coming up behind Rick at the piano, "it's my favourite." He wrapped 
his arms around Rick, lying his head on his shoulder. 


"You're all wet," Rick commented with a smile. 


"The rain started coming down harder while we were still out there." 


"How're your flowers?" Rick paused to scribble something onto the sheet music in pencil before continuing to 


play. 


"They look wonderfull The narcissus is the biggest so far, and the peonies have buds." 


"They'll be beautiful, I'm sure." 


| hope so. Did you guys get the table set up?" 


"Yeah, it's in the sunroom." 


"Oh, | didn't notice it." Jon, Keith, and Carl had failed to observe the table as they had run in from the rain 
"Rick, can | play my song?" 


"Of course." Rick scooted over on the bench and Jon sat next to him. Jon switched the sheet music and 
stretched his fingers before starting- slowly- to play an adaptation of the third movement of Symphony No. 4 
in E minor by Johannes Brahms. Rick had arranged the adaptation, and had been using it to teach Jon how to 


play. 


Carl, meanwhile, sat next to Greg on the sofa. Greg and Chris were still engulfed in their chess game; Chris 
now had captured four pawns, a bishop, two rooks, and a knight. Greg had captured three pawns, a knight, a 
bishop, and a rook. Their concentration appeared to be more dense than ever, and neither of them spoke; not 


to each other, nor to the three soaking wet men who had entered. 


For once, Keith was not standing next to Greg and Carl, and instead was standing behind Rick and Jon at the 
piano. He was reading the sheet music, following along with Jon's slow playing. Once Jon's fingers slipped across 


the last notes, he straightened up and beamed. 


"How was that?" he asked, nudging Rick a little bit. 


"You're getting better," Rick replied, chuckling. He then raised his glance and noticed Keith standing behind them, 


still reading over the handwritten sheet music. "Did you want to play something?" 


"If you don't mind" 


"Not at all" Rick and Jon got up from the smooth wooden bench and sat on the sofa. 


Keith settled himself at the elegant piano and brushed his fingers lightly over the keys. It was nicer than his, 
and he couldn't help but feel a bit envious. Without further delay, however, he dropped his fingers heavily onto 
the ivory and began a frantic tune. The melody filled the room; each note jumping into the air and leaving 
everyone with a hanging sensation until the next note came and caught them. The song- while clearly holding 
onto classical roots- seemed to have a very slight ragtime edge. Seamlessly, Keith moved from the playful 


euphony into a smooth sonata. 


Carl found it very hard indeed to keep from swooning- he loved watching Keith play the piano. Greg did as well, 
and had he not been completely fixated on his going game of chess, he would have been in the very same boat 


as Carl. 


As Keith moved the song into a darker-feeling theme, the concentration grew on his face. His hands danced 
skilfully and diligently- it was quite obvious how well and intimately Keith knew this song. Suddenly, the sound 


changed into yet another cheerful, bouncy rhythm- however, it was no less intense. 


"A-ha!" was abruptly called by Greg. Everyone's eyes shot over to the game- even Keith stopped playing to 
look. 


Greg triumphantly took Chris' royal marble king piece from the board, setting it with his stolen pieces- 
numbered as they did smaller than Chris‘. Chris, as was much in his character, stayed completely collected- 


save for the slight defeat in his eyes that just growled, "Dammit!" 


"Good game," Christopher said, reaching a hand across the table, "you play well” 


‘Same to youl" Greg responded, giving Chris' hand a firm shake. 


"Good job, Gregory!" Carl cheered, giving Greg a congratulatory kiss on the cheek. 


"Thanks, babe," Greg responded, reciprocating the kiss. 


"That's all good and impressive, but can you eat more pie than me?" Rick said with a grin 


‘Oh, | have a feeling I'll be winning more than one game tonight," was Greg's reply. 


"Pies ought to be cool enough now," Steve spoke up, gathering himself up from his comfortable spot on the 


carpet. 


"Where's Bill?" Jon asked. 


"Upstairs in his room; someone go fetch him," Steve answered, heading to the kitchen. 


"lll get him," Chris said, standing up and stretching before heading upstairs. 


Chris knocked on Bill's door softly. No reply. He knocked again. Still, no reply. He turned the brass knob and let 
himself in. Ah, of course. Bill was lying back on his bed, headphones on. The headphones were connected to his 
record player, which currently boasted a recent jazz LP by an artist Chris didn't recognise. Bill's eyes were 
closed, and his hands were drumming out on his abdomen what was presumably the drum beat in the song he 
was listening to. Chris didn't immediately try to get his attention After all, he sure looked pretty all relaxed like 


that, in his element. 


Bill's room was strangely impersonal. It was smaller than the other three bedrooms, and Bill seemed to like that 


just fine. Really, the only furniture besides the bed was his record player, speakers, and two half-height 
adjacent bookshelves which were lined with records mostly, and some books. The floor was littered with- 
again- more records, clothes, shoes. There was a pair of pants tossed on top of one of the bookshelves. Next 
to the pair of pants was a simple vase with royal purple flowers in it- Jon's doing, Chris suspected (he, too, 
had flowers in his room, courtesy Jon). Beneath it, a pair of boxers was shoved into one of the shelves- Chris 
genuinely wondered how they ended up there- between a few Beatles records and a stack of science fiction 
novels. Currently, the blue cotton curtains were drawn open, letting in the dingy, grey light that the rain and 
clouds allowed. The bed- full size, pushed into a corner, so the headboard and one side were against the wall- 
was made up with blue and white striped sheets and pillowcases, and a fluffy white duvet. Boring as it was, it 
sure looked comfy, Chris thought. 


Before Bill had the chance to open his eyes and see him standing there, Chris shook himself out of his staring. 
He leaned forward and tapped Bill's leg lightly. Bill jumped slightly at the touch and opened his eyes, looking up at 
Chris. 


"Jesus, you scared me," Bill said as he pulled off his headphones. 


‘Sorry. The pies are done, they're about to start” Chris put a lot of work into hiding the fact that he had just 


been very focused on Bill's beautiful, full lips. 


The work paid off, luckily for Chris, as Bill didn't notice anything of the sort. "Oh, right," he turned off the 


record player and got up. "Who won the chess game?" 


"Greg," Chris responded with just a slight huff to his voice as he led the way back downstairs. 


"Never seen you lose at chess," Bill prodded with amusement. Chris merely grunted and discontinued the 


conversation. 


Once they reached the sunroom, they found everyone was already gathering around the table, buzzing with 
excitement. Rick and Greg were seated at the table, pies in front of them. Carl had his arms thrown around 
Greg, kissing his cheeks and whispering to him God-knows-what. One can only speculate, but the slight smirk on 
Greg's face perhaps did not make it too hard to guess. On the other side of Greg was Rick, who was being 
hugged by Jon as though he were about to leave for war. The look on Jon's face, however, was one of 
excitement. He loved bets. He straightened up and grinned. 


"You've got this," he said, clapping Rick on the back. 


"Yeah, kick his ass, Rick!" Bill incited. 


"Oh, | will," Rick assured, looking confident. 


"Don't be quite so sure," Greg tested with a wide smile. 


"Good luck," was Keith's stoic encouragement. 


"Thanks, Keith," Greg replied genuinely. 


"Shall we get started?" Chris asked with slightly uncharacteristic enthusiasm. 


"Yes, let's," Rick agreed and straightened up a bit. 


Steve arranged the pies in front of them- two apple and two blueberry for each. Steve was excited, but he 
had to admit he was a bit sad to see his gorgeous, perfect pies go down like this- with such indignity. 


The pounding of the rain against the glass walls of the sunroom set the music of the scene as the six non- 
contending men settled themselves in for the show. Jon, Steve, and Bill sat down, Bill in a wicker armchair- legs 
thrown over the arm- and Steve and Jon on the wicker love seat, both of which had been arranged to face 


the table. Steve was focusing his camera as Chris announced, "Three, two, one... Gol" 


With speed like lightning, the two had begun. Greg, saving himself just a bit of decency, wielded a fork and tried 
to eat like a civil person. Well, as civil as possible in a situation such as this one. Rick, on the other hand, opted 
for the plain and effective- if messy- method. He separated the pie from its dish and ripped great handfuls 
from it, eating each said fistful with tremendous speed. 


Beside him, Greg managed to keep himself quite neat, consuming his dessert with the utensil. However, he was 
certainly going no less speedily. Already, he was about halfway through his first pie- just a bit short of Rick's 


progress. The gasps and cheers coming from Carl egged him on further, and he knew- even though he wasn't 


looking- that Keith was standing next to him, looking poignant, but feeling excited. 


Steve was keen in snapping pictures of what would, undoubtedly, be a very fond and humouring memory. He 
managed to capture the perfect moment to film as Rick boasted his first empty pie dish- Greg still scrambling 
to get down the last couple of bites from his. Wasting no more time, however, Rick seized an apple pie and 


continued. He looked wholly unfazed, impressively enough. 


Jon appeared even smaller than usual with his feet just barely touching the ground from his perch on the love 
seat as he grinned and cheered, watching Rick continuing to triumph. However, he began to worry, very briefly, 
about how Rick would react if he got something on that shirt- it was his favourite. Rick occasionally forgot to 
think things like this through. Oh- too late. As if on cue. I'll have to clean that later, Jon thought as he 
watched a particularly saucy apple land on Rick's shirt- just above the second T in "HAVE A SHITTY DAY". 
Better apple than blueberry, Jon supposed. 


The race continued without falter. Back and forth, everyone's eyes leapt from Rick to Greg and back again. 
Each bite was another gasp from one of the watchers. The pounding of the rain against the glass left a dull 
ringing in everyone's ears, but they hardly noticed- their rapt attention could not be broken. It was as if the 
sunroom was host to a symphony- the drumming of the rain the brasses, the two men eating the woodwinds, 


the gasps of the viewers the strings, the snap of the camera the percussion. 


The tension in the six-man audience heightened as the contenders slowed; Rick and Greg were showing signs of 
wear. Rick was just about finished with his second pie- Greg not far behind him. Rick looked quite amazed with 
himself as he set aside a second empty dish. He looked even more amazed with himself when he pulled another 
pie in front of him- apple (he preferred it to blueberry)- and dug into it. The audience appeared stunned as 
well at this, and they all gripped their seats. However, none was more so astonished than Greg, who, having 
almost- but not quite- just finished his second pie, looked ready to keel over. 


“Alright, alright, | give inl" Gregory announced, raising his hands. 


Jon, Chris, Steve, and Bill all shot up in a howl of cheers. Rick would have as well, if even the mere thought of 
the action wasn't enough to make him groan. Immediately, Rick stopped eating and leaned back in his chair, 


looking highly relieved. Jon rushed over and swung his arms around Rick, grinning. 


"Great job, Rick!" he sang. 


"Yeah, right on, Rick!" Bill agreed, shooting a fist into the air while Steve, of course, took countless photos of a 
thoroughly exhausted and stuffed looking Rick, and an equally tired looking Greg. 


If Keith looked sour on a regular, it was nothing compared to his appearance at the loss of his friend's bet. He 
crossed his arms over his chest in a huff, and watched as Carl hurried over to Greg, hugging him and kissing 


his cheeks. 


"You did so well, Greggy!" he cooed, brushing soft hair from Greg's face. 


"Aw, well, | lost," Greg said humbly, but smiled. 


Perhaps, if Greg and Rick weren't as enervated as they were, they would be providing more sentiments. 
However, case being as it was, they both did their best to smile and nod. Fortunately, their entourage was 


understanding. 


Jon helped Rick stand- assisted also by Steve, as Rick alone might've done well to crush poor Jon- and 
escorted him inside, Chris and Bill coming behind The remaining trio followed suit, Keith and Carl both with an 


arm around Greg. 


"Would anyone like coffee?" Steve asked after helping to get Rick settled on the sofa 


"Oh, | would," Carl said, sitting with Greg on the adjacent couch. 


"We should probably be heading home," Greg argued gently. In honesty, he was just ready for a good, long nap. 


"One cup of coffee, Gregory. He'll take one, too, if you don't mind. Two sugars for him, four for me," Carl told 


Steve as he patted Greg's knee, grinning charmingly as always. 


"| don't want coffee. Water, please," Greg said. 


"lIl get you water and make enough coffee for everyone,” Steve smiled, and looked to Keith for his preferred 


accouterments. He already knew exactly how everyone in his own house took theirs. 


"Black." 


Steve suspected as much. 


Twenty minutes later, everyone had enjoyed their coffee- water, in Greg's case- and all looked ready for a 
good rest. Well, two men looked ready for rest. The others, perhaps, just quite willing to sedate their paces for 
the sake of their exhausted friends. 


"We really should be going," Greg said, heaving himself to his feet. "Thank you for having us, it was fun" 


"Oh, yes, thank you! It was wonderful," Carl added, wrapping his arm around Greg. 


"You should come by more often," Steve replied with his wide smile. 


"We willl Bye, everyone!" Carl waved as they left, Keith bringing up the end. 


| want to go to bed," Rick muttered into Jon's shoulder sleepily once the room was quiet again. 


Let's go to bed then, silly," Jon said softly, stroking Rick's hair. He stood and helped Rick up, wrapping an arm 


around him. 


"Pies were great, Steve,” Rick mentioned. 


“Thanks, l'm proud of them! Sleep well, Rick," Steve said from his seat in the armchair. Chris and Bill had 


disappeared from the scene once they had come inside from the contest. 


"Night" 


Mood for a Day 


Author's Notes: 
Here comes the NSFW. 


Jon and Rick made their way upstairs to their bedroom. Immediately, Rick flopped back onto the bed and shut 
his eyes. It was evening-time, and the pale light that the clouds and rain outside let in was still filtering 
through the window. Jon drew the curtains and sat on the bed next to Rick Gently, he peeled off Rick's dirty 
shirt-- which earned a groan from the man himself. 

"| can't moo-oo-oove," Rick whined. 

"Then don't moo-oo-oove," Jon chuckled, leaning forward and kissing Rick's inflated tummy. 

"Eee, stop, that tickles," Rick squirmed. 

Jon smiled and got up. "Take a nap, Rick." 


"You don't have to tell me twice. Where are you going?" Rick watched as Jon made his way to the door. 


"lll be back in a minute. Get some sleep!" 


To Rick, it seemed like only a stiff twenty minutes he was asleep, but it mustve been longer-- the window 
that was dark and the bedside lamp that was on proved that. Beside him, Jon was curled up, book in one hand- 
- trashy romance-- and fork in the other. Rick glanced down and noticed what he was eating-- 


"Get that away from me!" 


"Good evening to you, too," Jon replied, giggling a bit. He had a half-finished pie next to him, eating straight out 
of the dish. 


"| never want to see another pie again," Rick groaned, turning over so he didn't have to look at the offensive 


object. 


"You didn't finish this one, what was | supposed to do? Let it go to waste?" Jon grinned and poked Rick's meaty 
shoulder with his finger. 


"Yes, you should've thrown them away-- let them burn in hell." 


"I think you're overreacting." Jon tried not to laugh as he took another bite. 

"You've never eaten two and a half pies in one gol" 

“Alright, fair point” Jon leaned in and kissed Rick's shoulder. "But you won," he drawled out the latter word. 
"Well, he shouldn't have challenged me," Rick replied, and Jon could hear the smile in his voice. 

Down the hall, Steve approached a door. He knocked gently, glancing both ways down the dimly lit passageway, 
and held close the pie in his hands-- the last uneaten one. When Bill opened the door, a thin strip of light fell 
out onto the dark mahogany carpet. He smiled and let Steve in, closing the door ever so quietly behind him. 
"Nice to see you," Bill said, lying back on the bed where he had been. 


"Same to you," Steve replied as he slipped onto the bed as well 


Bill leaned forward slowly and very softly kissed Steve, resting a broad hand on his cheek. "Its been a while 


since you last came to see me," he said when their lips pulled apart again. 
"Not that long, you. Anyway, | have this," Steve held up the pie, "thought you might like some." 
"You thought right." 


Steve grinned and dug the fork into the pie, producing a sizeable bite, and bringing it to Bill's lips. Bill savoured 
the bite, and savoured even more the kiss he was given when he finished it. 


"Have you even tried your own pies yet, Stephen?" Bill asked, their lips barely inches apart. 
"Well-- no, not yet" 


Bill thought as much. He took gently the fork from Steve and loaded it with the delectable dessert. Steve took 


the bite from the fork slowly, and his expression told he was impressed with his work 

"Tasty, hmm?" Bill ran his thumb along Steve's lower lip. 

Steve nodded, leaning closer to Bill's touch. He closed his eyes as they brought their lips together once again, 
and he couldn't help the sigh of pleasure that escaped him. The pie was delicious, but Bill thought it tasted all 
the better on Steve's lips. 


"Steve," Bill whispered, feeling a bit more heated now. 


"What do you want? Hmm?" Steve teased. 


| want to suck your cock," Bill replied, trailing his hands up and down Steve's chest, tugging at the ends of the 
shirt. 


| know you do." Steve stood up. "C'mon, then" 


Bill set the pie aside and quickly slid onto his knees in front of Steve. Rubbing the bulge in his trousers, he 
kissed his thighs softly, teasing Steve just slightly. Soon though, he unzipped Steve's pants languidly, and pulled 
out his decently sized erection Without needing to be prompted, he gave a slow lick up its length, stopping to 
tease the head with his tongue. Steve sighed softly and settled his hands in Bill's curls. 


Bill and Steve could be completely different people with each other in bed, and they were the only ones who 
knew about that, of course. Bill craved to be used, he grovelled at authority. Steve found he hugely enjoyed 
the rush he got from feeling powerful and in charge. They were sensations their personalities would only ever 
know when with each other. They always went back to their regular selves-- Bill, stubborn, grumpy, a bit lazy; 
Steve, happy to serve, shy, gentle-- but the time they spent with these contrasting sensations did numbers 
to give them a spiked, happy edge. 


Steve guided Bill's rhythm, pulling up on his curls, then pushing down. Bill loved every bit of it, from the slight 
pain of his hair being tugged, to the strain his throat felt as not to gag. Loved the feeling of his mouth getting 
fucked in whichever way pleased Steve at the particular moment. Bill wished he could have savoured the 


sensation for hours. 


Steve watched Bill, wildly aroused at his thick lips, flushed and shiny wet. He couldn't refrain from dictating Bill's 
pace to a slow one-- the better to watch those gorgeous lips slide up and down his cock. Bill moaned as the 
head of Steve's cock came dangerously close to the back of his throat, and the muffled noise sent a shiver up 
Steve's body. With a tighten on his hair, Steve held down Bill's head low on his cock as he came-- just as he 


knew Bill wanted. 

Breathing a bit erratically as the last waves of his orgasm pulsed through him, Steve let up his grip holding Bil 
down. Bill licked his swollen lips, and squirmed a little-- he now was aroused beyond comfortable limits. He rose 
to his feet, but he was pushed back onto the bed before he came to full stature. 

"Do you want me to touch you?" Steve growled in his ear. 


"Yes-- yes, please, Ste-- aw, fuck!" 


"What?" Steve pulled away and noticed that Bill had had an unfortunate hand placement, which resulted in his 
hand covered in blueberry pie filling, and a dark purple, hand-shaped stain on the white duvet. 


"Aw, dammit, that's never going to come out!" Bill groaned, sitting up more properly, and looking around for 


something to wipe his hand off that was in reach, with Steve pinning him down like he was. 


Steve quickly got up and grabbed a towel from the floor, giving it to Bill, who cleaned his hand of the indigo 
filling. He tried to wipe away the substance from the blanket, but it only smeared further. 


"Goddammit!" he cried, scrubbing harder. 

"Stop-- stop! You'll have to use cold water," Steve said, pulling the blanket from the bed. 
"Will it come out?" 

"Yes, it'll come out. I'll go pop it in the wash." 

"Will you come back when you're done?" 


Steve smirked. "Of course." 


Still.. You Turn Me On 


Author's Notes: 
| actually finished this a while ago, but have been too lazy to upload it! 


Across town, a black car pulled into the parking lot behind a row of flats. Keith stepped out of the driver's 
side, and Greg and Carl out of the backseat. Generally, Keith wasn't treated quite so much like a chauffeur, but 
Greg preferred to stretch out in the backseat that right, and Carl wanted to be by his side. 


Keith unlocked and held open the door, following behind Greg and Carl. From the door, they were immediately 
greeted with a narrow flight of stairs. Keith locked the door, and upstairs they went, into the main hall of the 
flat. 


The flat wasn't particularly fancy. The stairs and hall were cheap wooden flooring, the walls were covered in a 
plain, beige wallpaper. Immediately to the left of the stairs was the kitchen. The kitchen's floor was linoleum-- 
white, with black accents. The countertops were a smooth, light blue Formica. In the middle of the kitchen was 
a white metal card table, with three chairs set around it. To the right of the stairs was a glass door-- with a 
wrought iron frame-- that led out onto a small balcony. Past the kitchen was the living room. Soft, white 
carpet lined the floor. A worn, dark blue love seat and a matching armchair were set in front of a coffee table 
and a television On one side of the television stand was a old, battered upright piano made of a scuffed and 
scratched oak with yellowed keys. On the other side, a white bookshelf, loaded with books of all sorts-- novels, 
nonfiction, piano sheet music, magazines, plenty of cookbooks (Carl's)-- as well as knick-knacks, records, and 
many framed photographs. Everything was free of dust, including the blinds-- which now were drawn and 
letting in just tiny slats of illumination from the streetlight outside. Underneath of the window was an aged 
turntable with a radio in its stand. The cabinet beneath it held a nice, little collection of records. Across the 
hall from the living room was the study-- a tiny room with little more than a desk, its wooden chair, a black 
rotary phone, a small safe painted a shiny bottle-green, and a bookshelf. Further down the hall was another 
staircase that spiralled up a very short distance. At the top of the stairs and to the left was Keith's bedroom. 
It was rather small, but so was he. Pushed against the wall was a double-size bed, covered in a thick, dark 
blue blanket. Across the room from the bed was a turntable, with a case of records next to it-- mostly 
classical. Littered upon the carpet were various garments of clothing and balled up pieces of paper. Straight 
across from the stairs was a small, very impersonal bathroom, boasting one towel, and Keith's few hygiene 


products. 


To the right of the stairs was the master bedroom. The master bedroom didn't seem to fit the smallness of 
the rest of the flat. While it wasn't overly large, it certainly felt roomier. A queen-size bed was pushed 
against the wall at the headboard end. It was made up with purplish-grey, silky sheets. The closets open door 
revealed a large collection of clothing-- split down the middle with two clearly different tastes, Greg's and 
Carl's. Attached to the bedroom was the master bathroom. The counter was covered in an array of products- 


- creams, lotions, colognes, soaps. The bathtub was large enough to fit at least two people in, and deep enough 


to submerge a whole body. The shower was surrounded by very clean glass walls, and inside was yet another 


selection of products-- soaps, shampoos, scrubs. 
All in all, the apartment was small and not luxurious, but it was clean, neat, and homey. 


Keith headed immediately to the living room-- he was working on a musical piece, and needed the piano. On the 


other hand, Greg and Carl made their way upstairs, one arm around the other. 


Greg kicked off his shoes, tossed off his coat, and quickly found himself sprawled back on the bed, eyes shut. 


"lll never eat again," he muttered. 


"Ill remind you of that tomorrow morning when you're asking what's for breakfast," Carl quipped, shutting the 
door and turning on the bedside table lamp. 


"Anything but pie." 
"You sure? I've had my mind set on a nice fruit tart!" 


"Don't even joke about that" 


Carl grinned and crawled onto the bed, kneeling next to Greg. He began to undress his lover, starting with 


unbuttoning his shirt. "| bet | could make a pie so tasty, you'd eat it anyway.’ 

‘lm sure you could, but let's not test the theory," Greg chuckled. 

"lll figure something out." Carl got Greg out of his shirt, and started on his trousers. 

"You always do." 

"Mmhmm." 

Once Carl had Greg down to his underwear, he laid back, on his side, next to Greg. "That better?" 

"Much better-- thanks, babe," Greg replied sleepily, eyes still shut. 

Carl danced his fingers ever so lightly along Greg's thigh, slowly moving closer upwards. Greg only peeked open 
an eye when Carl's soft fingers were sliding inside his underwear and wrapping themselves around his cock. 
However, he shut that eye-- not in the mood to protest. In fact, he was downright-- albeit, silently-- 
encouraging of the move. 

His body relaxed more as his cock was withdrawn from the confines of his underwear. Gently, Carl's hand 


began to pump up and down the member, letting it bring itself to a full hardness. Greg let out a soft breath-- 
God, Carl's hands felt good. 


Carl watched Greg's expression almost melt into a more and more pleasured state as the speed of his hand 
increased. Carl did well to bring Greg remarkably close to the edge over and over, before he slowed to give the 
head sweet attention Finally, Greg was caught between those twin sensations and he came, gripping 
unobtrusively onto the silken sheets. 


"Mmm, Carl," he mumbled, lazily reaching one hand over to tangle gently in Carl's hair. 


Carl grinned and leaned down to kiss Greg. "Now you get some rest, Greggy," he said, tucking Greg back into his 


underwear. 

'| love you," Greg said somnolently. 

"| love you, too." Carl shut off the bedside lamp and went to wash his hand of drying come. 

Downstairs, Keith was leaning over the old piano, the room illuminated by a quaint little lamp on top of the 
instrument. On his lap were a few loose sheets of manuscript paper, resting on top of a hard-cover book, 
which he was using to press on as he wrote. He played a few experimental bars-- then paused to consider-- 
before scribbling some new notes onto the paper with his pencil. His faded blue eyes stared at the addition, 
reading it and rereading it a hundred times over, it seemed. Scratching the stubble on his chin in thought, he 
then gazed at the keys, playing the melody in his head. 

It must've been hours he stared at those keys-- or, perhaps, it wasn't long at all; perhaps it had been only 
minutes-- when he felt a presence behind him. He looked up and over his shoulder to see Carl standing there, 
attempting to read the manuscript-- he didn't know how to read music. 


"How long've you been standing there?" Keith asked. 


"A few minutes," Carl replied, resting his hand on Keith's shoulder, who shivered at the touch. "It's late, you 


know." 

Is the piano too loud? | can stop." 

"No-- | mean to say, you should go to bed" 

| have to finish this. | haven't made nearly enough progress on it” 
"Are you selling this one?" 

"l'm hoping to." 


"| like what I've heard so far-- it's good. I'm sure it'll sell.” 


Keith shrugged, "People can be picky about the music they buy." 
"Why don't you at least take a break? C'mon, I'll make tea 


"Oh, alright." Keith stood and stretched, setting his work down on the bench before following Carl into the 
kitchen 


"Gregory is out like a light," Carl said as he put the navy blue kettle on the electric stove. 


"l'm a little surprised he didn't win today," Keith said, sitting down in one of the white metal chairs, stretching 
out his not-so-long legs. 


"Is because he used the fork, you know." 


"He'd rather lose than get pie all over his hands." 


Carl chuckled, which made Keith smile. God, Carl was pretty, he thought. The way his hair fell perfectly over 
his strong jaw and soft cheeks, the way his whole face lit up with even the smallest smile, the way his gentle 


voice danced on the air-- Keith could listen to Carl talk for hours. 

"Keith?" 

"What?" Keith blinked his eyes and looked up at Carl, who was standing next to him holding a steaming mug. 
‘| said, do you want milk?" 


‘Oh. No, thanks." Keith graciously took the mug and gave it a sip. The burning the hot tea left on his lips was a 
sensation he quite enjoyed. Pinches of pain suited him just fine. 


Carl fixed up his drink-- milk, four sugars-- and sat down in the seat adjacent from Keith, blowing on the tea 


No scorched lips for Carl, no sir. 


They sat there in tired silence for a while, drinking their beverages. Keith stared stoically up at the ceiling, 
watching a moth flitter around the light. He wondered how that moth got in here, but figured it was just one 
of those mysteries-- only the moths would ever know how exactly they got in when no door or window had 
been opened for them. The small, brown insect settled on the glass bubble over the lightbulb and pulsed its 
wings. That had to have been a hot spot to land, Keith thought. Goodness, he must've been tired if he was 


concerned with a moth's comfort. 


Keith's simple trail of thoughts was broken when Carl's hand settled on top of his. He quickly moved his glance 
from the ceiling down to face Carl, blinking the spots out of his eyes from looking at the bright light. 


When his vision was focused, he saw that Carl was smiling at him. He didn't have time to smile back, however, 


because Carl chose that moment to lean in and kiss Keith's cheek. The gesture sent a very minute shiver down 


Keith's body. 


"Well, I'm going to bed now," Carl said finally, standing up. A bit of heat had risen on the bridge of his nose. 
Keith wondered if it was from the hot tea. 


"Oh, right. Well, goodnight, then," Keith said after a moment. 
"Goodnight." Carl set his empty mug in the sink and headed upstairs. 


Keith continued to sit there at the table for a few minutes. That wasn't the first little kiss he'd received from 
Carl. It shouldn't have surprised him as much as it did. He was quite sure Carl wasn't as excited over it as 

maybe he himself was. Perhaps, the reason he was so hung up about it was because of the contrast of when 
he met Carl to where he stood now was like night and day. Carl wasn't aware of the real reason they were in 


each other's lives, of course. But Keith was. Keith knew it well. 


Lifting the now empty mug from the table took a slight bit of force, and it revealed a light brown ring on the 
white paint. Keith ran the tip of his finger across the drink ring-- it left a viscid residue on his calloused skin. 
He set the mug in the sink next to Carl's and made his way towards his bedroom, rubbing his index finger and 
thumb together in attempt to remove the stickiness. 


As he laid down in his bed alone-- thin slats of pale light from the streetlamp outside the shut blinds settling 
on his bare chest-- he watched the shadows on the dark wall. 


He was lonely, he reflected. 


Duvet 


"Bill?" Steve said cautiously after knocking on Bills bedroom door. 

"What?" called the low voice from inside. 

"So, um.. | washed your blanket-—" 

The door swung open. "Is it done? It's freezing in here” 

"Well." Steve held up the white blanket to show Bill's large, violet handprint-- vibrant as ever. 
"You said it would come out! 

"| thought it would," Steve said timidly. 

Bill groaned 

"We could go buy you a new one," Steve suggested 

"Well, we're going to have to!" Bill hated shopping 


Twenty minutes later, Bill and Steve were dressed and about to leave. Bill yawned and sipped from the travel 


mug of coffee in his hand. He hadn't really properly woken up yet. 
"Ready?" he asked irritably. 


"Yeah, hang on," Steve was still searching through the messy cabinet, looking for the top to his own travel 


mug. 


‘Ooh, are you guys going somewhere?" Jon asked as he walked into the kitchen from outside. His tousled hair 
was just a bit damp. He'd clearly been working in his garden 


"Bill got a stain on his blanket, and it won't come out. We're going to get him a new one," Steve said before Bill 


could protest him telling Jon what they were doing. 
"Oh, shopping! Can | come?" Jon grinned. 
If you want--" 


"Don't you have anything else to do?" Bill suggested, looking grumpy. 


"Not really!" 


And so, Bill found himself in the car with a chattering Jon behind him. He turned on the radio in attempt to 
shut out some of that jabbering. Ah, perfect. Polyrhythmic jazz. 


Steve had the windshield wipers on high as he drove-- it was still raining from yesterday. He was gripping the 


steering wheel tightly-- he hated to drive in the pouring rain. "How did you manage to stay so dry outside?" 
he asked Jon. 


"It wasn't raining as hard when | was out there. Anyway, | don't mind a little drizzle!" 
"How's your garden?” 
Bill groaned internally. God, don't ask him that! he thought. 


"My larkspur already have buds! They're going to be so pretty, | can't wait for them to bloom. And the 


narcissus is--" 


Steve practised the mantra of smile and nod. He loved Jon, but sometimes it was hard to pay complete 
attention-- especially when you're barely awake and driving in the rain. It always astounded him how awake Jon 
Anderson could be at 4:30am. In fact, Jon had probably been up since at least six. Geez, Steve thought. He 
himself liked the mornings, but "morning" for him started at eight-- at the very, very earliest. 


They pulled into the mostly barren parking lot of a department store. Steve worried-- momentarily-- that it 
might not be open this early. However, the automatic door slid open as they approached it. 


The fluorescent lights beat down on them like a manmade sunlight. Immediately, they directed themselves 


towards the bedroom section, Bill in front. He didn't want to be here any longer than he had to. 


Bill stared briefly at a shelf of thick, fluffy blankets. Seeing as his was plain white, it wasn't hard at all to find 
one exactly like it. He plucked the folded blanket from the shelf and tucked it under his arm. 


"You're getting white again?" Steve asked. 

"Yeah-- my old one was white." 

"But its got a big stain on it because it's white." 

"No, it's got a big stain on it because you brought--" Bill paused and turned to see if Jon was listening. Jon 
was indeed listening in, big eyes bright. Well, best not let him know Steve was in a room that wasn't his last 


night. After all, nobody knew about Bill and Steve's tryst. He cleared his throat. "--Because you made such 


great pies, and | was eating one by myself in bed." 


"What if | make more pies and you decide to eat them in bed again?" 
"Then I'll be more careful." 


Steve shrugged. He still found it risky to buy another white one, but it was against his nature to carry on a 


disagreement. 
"Alright, lets go--" Bill started. 


"Ooh, look at these!" Jon's voice piped. He was standing in front of a big bin filled to the brim with throw pillows 
in the shape of flowers. At the moment, he was holding a purple and yellow one. 


"Those are hideous,” Bill said shortly. 

"| like them!" Jon picked out another one-- red and pink. 

"There's no way you're putting those on the sofas," Bill huffed. 

"No, I'll put them on my bed, silly.” 

“Alright, well, you've got two now, time to go. Steve?" Bill looked around, "Steve?" 
"Oh, I'm over here," Steve called from an aisle over. 


The two found Steve looking at various types of cooking ware. Currently, he had a bundt pan in his hands, 
inspecting it. 


"A bundt cake might be fun, don't you think?" he asked brightly. 
"Sure, sure. Great-- you've got your thing, let's go," Bill replied, frowning. 


They left the store with their new, ever so exciting purchases. Somehow, Jon ended up with not two pillows, 


but four-- and, stacked up in his arms, they reached up almost above his chin. 

Jon burst into his bedroom when they arrived, pillows in his arms. 

"Hey-- hey!" Rick scrambled to cover himself with the towel in his hand, but relaxed when he realised it was 
only Jon. He had just gotten out of the shower. Wet hair was still clinging to his shoulders. "What've you got 
there?" 


"Pillows! Aren't they lovely?" Jon tossed the four on the bed. 


"They're, uh.. Yes, they're very nice." 


"| love them!" Jon flopped on the bed, spreading out in snow-angel formation. 
"| can see that." 


"Mmm" Jon lounged and watched Rick from under the fluffy strands of stray hair on his eyes. He noticed 


there were still droplets of water rolling down Rick's completely exposed, peachy skin 

"I see you checking me out, you know," Rick smirked and performed a full turn around for his viewer. 
"| can't help it," Jon replied, shifting a bit as he felt himself growing hard. 

Rick sauntered over and got on the bed, crawling atop Jon. "You can touch, too." 


"Don't mind if | do, then," Jon said, letting his small, soft hands roam up and down the smooth plane of Rick's 


chest, leaving kisses along the side of his neck, down his collarbone. 

Rick shivered just a tad before tugging at Jon's clothes-- his flowing shirt was the first to come off. When he 
leaned down to kiss Jon, his hair came down like two thick, blond walls on either side of his head, and the ends 
tickled Jon's bare chest. Jon giggled a little and brushed away the hair with one hand, cupping Rick's cheek 
before kissing him warmly on the lips. And oh-- how perfect those lips of Rick's were for kissing. 

Rick gasped softly when he felt Jon's nimble hand grasp his hardening cock. He pushed his hips down a bit to 
Jon's touch, now feeling much more ardent than he had planned he would. Fumbling a little, he undid Jon's 
pants, sliding them off with his underwear. He smirked slyly that he now had Jon just as exposed as he himself 


was. 


Jon sat up on his elbows and rummaged through the bedside table drawer, producing a half-used tube of lube. 
He pushed it into Rick's hands and looked up at him eagerly. "Fuck me," he begged, squirming. 


"Right down to business, then?" Rick mused, slicking up two of his fingers. 


"Not my fault you look so good straight out of the sho-- ahh!" Jon gasped as Rick penetrated him with one 
finger. 


‘I'm sorry, what was that?" Rick asked, moving the finger in and out slowly before inserting the second. 
"Shhh," was Jon's reply as he pulled Rick down for another kiss. 
Soon, Jon was trembling with desire-- he couldn't stand the teasing any longer. 


"Rick, fuck me-- please." 


"Since you've asked so nicely," Rick said coyly as he slicked up his cock liberally with the lube. 

Slowly, Rick entered Jon, hiking up his thighs. Jon sighed softly as he was stretched, and kissed his lover 
passionately as a distraction. Once Rick was buried to the hilt in Jon, he pulled out-- Jon whimpered at the 
feeling of loss. However, before Jon could blink an eye, Rick began to fuck him in earnest. 

"Is this what you what?" Rick growled in Jon's ear, gripping tightly onto his hips. 

"Yes-- yes, fuck-- harder--" Jon only babbled, the words coming out in jerky sounds. 

Jon's short fingernails left slightly raised lines all along Rick's chest and arms. He gripped onto Rick's torso until 
he thought he might leave bruises. Rick, of course, didn't mind. He had to admit, he got a bit of a rush out of 
seeing those marks on his body, knowing his little lover left them there. 

The sound of the bed creaking gently mixed with Jon's babbles and whimpers to create an unmistakeable 
soundtrack to any outside ear. Luckily for them, though, nobody was listening in. It was a miracle, however, 
that no one in the house heard Jon's howl-- like a cat-- as he came, arching his back up, and gripping onto 
Rick's shoulders tightly. 

Rick followed suit, burying himself inside of Jon As he rode out his orgasm, he leaned in and kissed Jon's soft 
neck to silence his own loud groans of pleasure. He stayed in that position for a moment, settling his breathing 
before he found the energy to pull out of Jon and fall back beside him. 

Jon felt his thick eyelashes tickle his skin as his eyes fluttered shut, catching his breath. 

"Now you're going to need a shower, | think," Rick said finally. 


"You're coming, too," Jon replied, a smirk evident in his voice. 


That boy never rested. 


Watching Over You 


Author's Notes: 
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Friday morning. For most students and nine to fivers, perhaps Monday was the busiest working day. For people 
in Greg Lake's line of work, it tended to be Friday. No one wanted to go the weekend without their product. And 
that's what Greg Lake did for a living-- he moved product. He wasn't low down, though. He didn't sit in the 
dark alleyway, waiting for his customer. No, he got it straight from shipment and moved it to the dealer's 
boss. He barely touched it. That's how he preferred it. 


Greg woke up that Friday morning lying on his back in that great big bed of his. He blinked the sleep slowly out 
of his eyes and-- instinctively-- reached a hand out to his right side, intending to get perhaps a few more 
minutes of cuddling with Carl before he really had to get up. People didn't realise it, but Greg was quite the 
cuddler. However, his hand found nothing but silky sheets and pillows. Immediately, Greg sat up and looked 
around-- eyes first darting to the bathroom, which appeared to be empty. He got up and tugged on his thick 


maroon robe, hustling downstairs. 


The hallway was still a bit dark. The only window in the hall was the glass door that led to the balcony. It was 


still a little dark outside, and raining as well, so only a bit of pale light was let in. 
"Carl? Keith?" he called, ducking his head into the living room. 
"In the kitchen," was Keith's voice. 


Greg rushed in Oh mercy. He was awash with relief. Gregory Lake was an important guy, you see, and that 
put his little family at a huge, constant risk He never wanted to be too careful. 


The rush of allayment ended quickly, however. Carl was slumped at the kitchen table, head in his hands. his 
cheeks were stained with tears and more were on their way. A plethora of wadded up tissues was scattered in 
front of him. He was dressed in exactly what he'd gone to bed in-- silky, emerald pyjama shirt and pants. Carl 
loved silk. Keith was clad in only blue rough, flannel pyjama pants. 


Keith was standing by Carl's side, hand on his shoulder. Carl didn't bother to look up at Greg. 


"Babe, what's wrong?" Greg asked tenderly, sitting down next to him and resting his broad hand on Carl's 


shoulder. 


Keith took that as cue to remove his own hand. 


Carl shook his head, sniffling. 

Greg looked up at Keith for an explanation. 

"He's jealous of how nice Squire's house is--" 

"Not jealous! Envious!" Carl cried. 

"He's envious of Squire's house. Especially since you and Squire work such similar jobs." 


"Oh, Carl." Greg said, feeling a deep guilt. He wished beyond belief he could provide a home that was a bit more 


exciting. 


"I just-- | get so upset about it! | try not to, but | just-- | hate this terrible apartment! l'm not ungrateful to 
it, but.. You do work that's just as risky and hard, why does Squire get more than you? | just-- maybe | want 
a sunroom, maybe | want a back garden." 


Carl was not a shallow person. He was not now, nor would he ever be. Carl never complained. Carl was never a 
material person Carl had lived in the apartment for years and never whined about it. Carl prided himself when 
he had the flat all cleaned and organised and smelling of warm food, or perhaps cinnamon apple candles-- his 
favourite scent. He thought there might be no better place to live. But when he saw Squire's house, so large 
and full of such nice things.. It was only natural to feel spikes of envy-- be they big or small-- over 


something like this. Carl was not a shallow person. 


"Oh, babe." Greg rubbed Carl's back, trying to think of just the right thing to say. "Squire has a different boss 


from me. And he's higher up than me, it's understandable he gets more." 

"Your work is just as risky, if not more so!" 

"I know, but we don't get paid in risky, unfortunately." Greg combed his fingers through Carl's soft hair. 
"I feel so ridiculous for crying over this," Carl heaved another sob, “but | can't help it!" 

"I know you can't. You're not ridiculous." 


Carl just sat there, balled up, continuing to cry gently. It was one of those things he'd just have to let run its 


course, he supposed. 
Greg had an idea. "Hang on a second, babe." He left the kitchen and headed upstairs. 


When Greg returned, he had something clutched in his hand. He set it on the table in front of Carl-- it was a 
little wad of bills. 


"Go find something nice for the house, alright?" Greg leaned down and kissed the top of Carl's head, rubbing his 
shoulders. He looked at Keith, "Can you take him shopping?" Had to be careful how he phrased an order around 
Carl. 

‘Of course." 

Carl brightened up quite a bit. This was certainly a fitting distraction from his woes. 


"Are you coming with us?" he asked Greg, wiping away his tears. 


| have to work. Shipment coming in today." Oh, how he would have so much preferred to go shopping with Carl 
and Keith. 


"Please be careful, Gregory,’ Carl said, resting his hand on Greg's. 
"| always am." Greg leaned down and kissed Carl's forehead. "Why don't you go get ready then?" 


Carl nodded and got up, firstly throwing away his used tissues, before heading upstairs. As soon as Carl had 
left, Greg looked to Keith and waved him to follow him into the study. 


Keith did just that, and shut the door behind them, watching as Greg sunk into the desk chair. 
"| feel so bad that he has to live like this," Greg said quietly, running his hands through his hair. 


"It isn't your fault," Keith replied. Standing in front of the door, he looked a bit like a bodyguard. What a 


coincidence. 


"The blame doesn't have anywhere else to go," Greg sighed. He shook his head. "Anyway, | have to pay you," he 


unlocked the bottle-green safe, pulling out a reserve bundle of cash, and beginning to count. 


Keith wanted to protest that he really didn't feel the money was necessary anymore. He had felt that for a 
long time now. Of course, though, he knew Greg would refuse to not pay him. And anyway, Keith thought, 
perhaps it wasn't best to make it obvious how much he really cared for Carl. Greg might not take that too 
kindly. Even if it meant that Keith would very gladly take a bullet for Carl-- as was the reason of his 
employment-- without any pay or prompting. 


Greg knew, though. He knew quite well that there was perhaps only one person whose love for Carl rivalled his 


own. 
"He hasn't suspected your employment, has he?" Greg asked after eyeing Keith for a moment. 


"No, sir-- not that | know of. It amazes me that he thinks | make my real money off of my terrible music, 


though." That was only a half-lie. He did make some revenue from the pieces he sold. Just not much. 


"I still think you should get paid more for them," Greg said firmly. 

"They're really not good." 

"| like them. Carl likes them." 

Its too bad you don't just pay me for my music, instead, Keith thought. "I appreciate that, sir." 

"Jesus, Keith, call me Greg." Greg replaced the left-over cash to the safe and locked it before getting up and 
striding the short distance of the room over to Keith. He pushed a thick fold of bills into his hand. Of course, 
he wasn't going to skimp out on pay for the bodyguard he hired for his dear Carl. 

When Greg handed the money to Keith, their fingertips brushed together. Greg found himself keeping a relaxed, 
but strong eye contact with Keith for longer than one would generally hold. Greg felt calm looking into Keith's 
eyes, felt calm standing close to him like this. There wasn’t anyone in this world he really trusted more than 


Keith. Little did Greg know, Keith felt similar. 


At that moment, the phone rang. Greg sighed and sat back down, picking it up. Keith took the cue to leave, 
heading upstairs to get dressed. As he was leaving, he heard Greg on the phone. 


"Hello? Yes, sir--" 

It felt very strange to hear Greg call someone "sir," Keith thought. 

A few minutes later, Carl came sashaying downstairs and into the study. He was dressed in a tight, red, long 
sleeved shirt with wide, flowing cuffs and black accents. His dark grey trousers looked like they could've been 


painted on him. He looked good. He always looked good. 


Greg was still on the phone when Carl reached his arms around him from behind and kissed his cheek. Greg 


kissed him back, smiling momentarily. The smile faded, however. 
"Yes, sir.. Yes, I'm aware.. And the shipment?" he toyed with Carl's hair as he spoke and listened, "Yes, | can 
pick it up there, of course.. Yes, sir." He seemed to tense a bit. "I won't, sir." The caller hung up without 


salutation. 


Greg hung up and relaxed again, taking a proper look at Carl. "You look damn good,” he said, giving Carl's behind 
a tap. 


Carl grinned, "Thank youl" He leaned down and gave Greg a kiss. 


Keith then appeared in the open study doorway, wearing dark jeans and a white shirt under his leather jacket. 
Leather boots with plenty of buckles climbed up his calves. Tough-looking as ever. 


"Ready?" Carl asked brightly. 
"I am if you are," Keith replied 


Greg stood up and hugged Carl tightly around the waist, kissing him softly. Carl wrapped his arms around 
Greg's neck and kissed back happily. Keith, as he so often did, averted his eyes. He found a nice pile of papers 
to focus his vision on while the other two embraced. Keith wondered what Carl's lips might feel like. Soft, he 
imagined, silky. 


“Alright, well, have fun, babe," Greg said, finally pulling away from the embrace. 
"We will. Be carefull" Carl replied as he and Keith made their way out. 


Greg watched them leave before he sunk back down into the desk chair. He didn't want to work. Not today, not 
any other day. No-- correction-- he didn't want to work his current career. He didn't so much mind that it 
was illegal. Hell, he kind of liked it. He didn't even mind that it was drugs he worked with, even though he was 
quite against them. But he didn’t like that his status put his family in danger. He didn't like that one fucking bit. 
And he didnt like his boss. There wasn't much that scared Gregory Stuart Lake. In fact, he could probably 


count on just one hand the things that genuinely scared him. His boss was number one. 


Well, he supposed he better get a move on. The sooner he finished, the better. Maybe if he finished early, he'd 
try to meet up with Carl and Keith. That would be rice. He knew easily where Carl liked to shop. Maybe they'd 


get dinner. It'd been a while since they'd gone out to eat. Carl really loved to cook. 


Greg might want to get dressed before he went out, he realised as he looked down at his robe. He got up and 
stretched, and headed upstairs. 


Not too lorg later, he had a piece of toast in one hand and a briefcase full of cash-- provided by his boss-- 
in the other. He was dressed in a white suit and royal purple shirt underneath-- he thought he looked rather 


dashing. It was a little bit big on him, and he liked that because it hid his chubbiness. 


He was headed towards a strip club called Living Sin. It was closed to the public during the day-- until 8pm-- 
and opened its doors only to the right people during that time. It was where the shipments were usually 
delivered. Greg picked it up there and carried it to the dealer's boss, who he met at a certain hotel. It was 


beyond luxurious-- less suspicious. 


He was walking today since Keith had the car. Usually he drove. Sometimes Keith drove him, which Keith 
insisted upon if Greg had been up late doing paper or what have you and was tired. Greg didn't much fancy it 
when Keith drove him. He tried to keep Keith and Carl as far away as possible from his illegal business. He was 


protective. 


He found no trouble on his walk. Of course, the pistol in his shoulder holster left him feeling a bit more 


protected He didn't like to use it, but he would if need be. God, he lived a complicated life. 


He unlocked and opened the heavy, metal back entrance to the club and shut it behind him. Heading to the back 
office, he hoped there would be no trouble today. Sometimes the deliverers wanted to get rough-- sometimes 
they tried to shorthand on product. Occasionally that's where his Beretta came in. He didn't like the bloodshed. 
Especially if it was unnecessary. Sometimes Keith would get into fights when he came to this club. It annoyed 


Greg, but also turned him on a bit. He wouldn't let anyone know that, of course. 


Greg entered the office-- after unlocking the heavy door, of course (so much locking and secrecy in his life)- 
- and found that the deliverers weren't there yet. He sighed-- he hoped he wouldn't have to wait long. He sat 
down at the desk, setting the briefcase down next to him on the floor-- he didn't like it to be immediately 
visible. Leaning back in the chair, he tucked his arms behind his head, looking up at the dull ceiling. He had 
turned on the rather bright ceiling light-- had to make sure he could see everything to ensure safety-- since 


this was a windowless room. Not that a window would let in much light today-- it was still raining. 


The floor of the room was beige tile, the walls were grey. The desk he sat at was a charcoal colour, and metal 
with four locking drawers. It always felt cold. A phone sat on the top. Black, rotary, untraceable. Greg found 
that many things in his life were black. Sometimes shades of grey. He didn't like it. Black and grey and neural 
colours were for Keith. Greg liked colour, bright like jewels. He liked jewels, he liked gold. It brought a bit of 
brightness to his life which seemed to be so dark That was something he also liked about Carl. Carl loved 
fantastic colours-- Greg almost never saw him in midnight black or elephant grey. Sometimes he wore white. 
Greg liked white on him-- it usually showed off his assets. Carl was unbelievably sexy, Greg thought. In fact, 
he was sure most people thought that. He had to be honest, it made him smugly proud. 


At that moment, the lock clicked in the door. A skinny man and a burly man walked it, both in suits. The skinny 
man carried a dark brown briefcase. He was clearly the one in charge. Greg would bet money that the other 
man would never, ever be allowed to even touch the briefcase. Greg imagined the buff man would probably 
take the opportunity to have a good sniff of the contents. He'd be killed for that. Brutally. But instantly. 

"You have the money?" the skinny man asked. 

"Of course. You have the product? All of it?" 

"Count it yourself" He set the case on the desk. 


Greg clicked it open and took one look inside. Stacks of medium sized bags full of fine, white powder. It was all 


there. 
Greg set his case on the desk, sliding it forward. 
"You better not short me," the man said as he look a view of the cash inside. Greg noticed the large man 


pulled back his jacket to show his gun. Greg felt calm-- he knew the money was in exact amount, down to the 


last quid. 


"Its the right amount." 

The man did a quick count and seemed satisfied. "We finished?" 

"Seems like it” 

The two men left without any sort of farewell. That suited Greg just fine. 


Greg leaned back in his chair again and sighed with relief. An easy transaction. Thank God. He certainly wasn't in 
the mood for trouble. He had Carl on his mind. Seeing him cry brought tears to his own eyes. He felt so guilty 
that this was the life he had more or less forced upon Carl. He supposed Carl must've thought it was worth it 
since he had stayed with him so long. God, Greg loved him. He owed him so much. One of these days, he 
wanted nothing more than to leave his boss and find Carl a real home. They would all be comfortable and 
happy-- Carl, Keith, and himself. He wondered vaguely if Keith would stay with them when he was no longer 
needed as a bodyguard. Greg thought so. Keith loved Carl. Maybe Keith loved him, too. Greg secretly hoped so. 
He thought they made a very wonderful family. They all had a strong trust for each other. Greg thought 


trust was one of the most important aspects when it came to love. 


After a few minutes, Greg finally got up and left, clutching the briefcase in his hand. As he walked to the 
hotel, he found himself quite wishing he had brought his umbrella. It wasn't raining too hard, luckily, but it was 


enough to leave his hair and clothes damp. 


The hotel's doors were grand-- made of pristine glass. The handles were painted gold. He headed inside and 
immediately to the elevator. Fourth floor. He was the only one in there, and he liked that. He watched his 
reflection in the mirror on the ceiling. Well dressed as he was, he realised he looked rather tired. Oh well. It's 
just been a bit of a sad morning, he reasoned with himself. He'd perk up when he was with Carl, looking at 
whatever his dear lover pleased to shop for. Keith would stand by, holding the basket or pushing the cart. He'd 
get silently annoyed when the cart had a dysfunctional wheel. Greg smiled at the image. 


The elevator doors opened with a ding. Greg walked out onto the burgundy and teal carpet and down the hall. 
The walls of the hallway were soft white with gold pinstripes. The trim was gold. It all looked so royal. Down 
the corridor he went. He stopped in front of a door with numbers in gold on it-- 241. Taking a breath, he 
knocked firmly on the door. 


A moment later, Greg was viewed through the peep hole before the door was unlocked. A tall man-- taller 


than Greg-- stood there. He wore a grey suit. More grey. 
"Mr. Lake?" the man asked, looking him up and down. 
"That's me," Greg responded. 


The man stood back and let him in, closing the door behind him-- locking it, of course. 


Greg set the case down on a table. The man came over and clicked it open. He lifted a bag out of the case and 


weighed it in his hand. He paused. He set it back down and looked satisfied. 


The man went to a dark safe in the corner of the room. From it, he produced yet another briefcase. He 


handed it to Greg. 

"No trouble with the delivery?" he asked as Greg look a glance inside to assure the money was all there. 

"It went smoothly," Greg replied 

"Good. | think we're done here." 

Greg nodded and left without another word. As used to the job as he was, he couldn't help but always feel 
extremely relieved when he no longer had several pounds of a highly illegal substance in his hands. An 
important rule to this job, however, was to keep calm and act completely natural at least until you had put a 
good amount of distance between you and the site of the transaction 

And Greg did just that. Straight face, relaxed walking all the way out and away. 

Blocks away, Keith was leaning against the shopping cart, watching as Carl inspected every detail of a cast-iron 
frying pan. Carl owned at least three frying pans, Keith didn't understand why he needed another-- he couldn't 


tell the difference between any of them or this one-- but whatever made Carl happy. 


Keith found his eyes giving something else attention, however. It was hard not to. After all, those pants of 
Carl's sure were tight.. 


"What do you think about this one?" Carl asked, turning around and holding the pan up. 
"Looks great,” Keith said. He didn't fucking know. 


"It's not expensive at all-- I'm surprised!" Carl set it down in the cart, which gave Keith the chance to see the 


price-tag. Lord. That didn't seem inexpensive to him. 


Carl turned and started leading the way somewhere different. He always walked so gently and gracefully, Keith 
noticed, following. He didn't quite sway his hips, but there was certainly a visible fluidity. God, it was like Carl 
couldn't do one thing without making it look sexy, Keith thought: 


Carl meandered through the aisles, giving each display a look over. He stopped to inspect a rack of fluffy, 
different coloured towels. Cherry red one in his hands, he looked up at Keith. "Is there anything you need? Or 


want?" he asked. 


"Me? No, we're shopping for you," Keith replied. 


Carl set the still folded-- though slightly askew-- towel back on the shelf and walked over to Keith. "Well, what 
if | want to get something for you?" he said, flipping Keith's jacket lapel between his fingers. 


“There's nothing | can think of," Keith said honestly. 


"Perhaps we ought to try a different store," Carl suggested, looking down at the contents of their cart. There 
was only the pan, so far. 


"Yeah, maybe." 
"C'mon, let's check out." 


And so they did. 


Keith watched as Carl smiled and charmed the young woman of a cashier. He wasn't being intentionally alluring. 
That was just Carl. 


From here, Keith got a good view of the money Greg had given Carl. It wasn’t even half of what Greg had paid 
him this morning. Carl was excited by it, though. It was more money than he saw on a regular. Keith couldn't 
tell if that said something about how overpaid he was, or how poor they actually were. Somewhere in the 
middle, he guessed. 


Really, they weren't all that money impaired. Greg made more money than he flaunted around. Additionally, 
there was a reason they lived in a lower-end housing situation That had to do with Greg's boss. Didn't want 
them in a big, showy place. Keith wasn't a hundred percent sure if Carl knew that or not. In fact, there were 
many things he wondered if Carl knew. It left him feeling a bit odd, though, thinking there were so many details 
he himself was aware of, but that Carl might not be. However, Carl was smart-- Carl was bright. If Carl didn't 
already know something, and he wanted to, he would find out. 


"Have a nice day!" Carl chimed to the cashier as they left. 


They settled back in the car, Keith tapping the steering wheel with his thumbs. "Where do you want to go?" he 
asked. 


"Down the street, to the other bath and home store. The one next to the book shop," Carl answered, resting 
his hand on Keith's thigh. 


Keith genuinely wondered if Carl thought he would be able to safely drive with that hand on his thigh. Keith 
just stared down at it, key halfway turned in the ignition. 


"Carl," he said finally, when Carl failed to remove his hand. 


"What?" Carl cocked his head just a bit, tapping his fingers lightly against Keith's jeans. 
Keith looked up at Carl just in time for Carl's smooth lips to collide with his cheek. 
Keith wondered if that kiss had been meant for his lips. 

"Carl," he repeated, finding himself leaning a bit closer. 


But he received no reply. They kissed. Keith had no idea who started it, but their lips met and moved together. 
Carl's hand was firm on Keith's thigh, and Keith's hand now tangled in Carl's long hair. 


Keith had his answer-- Carl's lips were indeed soft, silky. 


The embrace seemed to last for days, but it wasn't long enough. When they pulled away, Keith fought himself 
not to dive right back in. 


Carl wasn't fighting quite so hard, though, and it showed as he slid his hand just a bit further inwards and 


reached in for another kiss. 
Keith squirmed. "Carl.. We can't, Carl. Greg's--" he struggled not to say ‘boss,’ "Greg's my friend." 
Carl sighed. "I know.. You're right." He sat up straight and pulled his hands to himself. 


However, to himself he thought, mission accomplished. 


The Fish (Shindleria Praematurus) 


Author's Notes: 
Okay so | know that Yes are vegetarian and whatnot, but | don't think they were until like Relayer-era? | 


picture this more as the Fragile era or so. Also, | haven't proofread much so forgive me. 


Christopher Squire was quite accustomed to late night phone calls. He was quite accustomed to early morning 
phone calls. But there were those very weird times where late night met early morning when it seemed 
nothing at all happened in anybody's life. Christopher Squire loved those times. 

But that night, his nothingness-time was punctured by the loud ringing phone. Luckily for the rest of the 
sleeping household, he was already downstairs in his office, and was able to answer it on its first ring. Chris 
often spent late night time in his office. He slept very litle. 

‘Christopher Squire," he answered, leaning on his elbow at the hedonistic mahogany desk. 

"Hello, Chris, its Peter," was his boss' reply. "You're up early." 

"Or late." 

"Or whatever." 

"Aren't | always?" 

"It seems so." 

"Might | ask what you called about, sir?" 


"Yes, of course," Peter Gabriel drew a breath. "He's gaining power." 


Chris felt a slight sudden numbness sinking into him. Like a giant, cold hand had just encased itself around him. 


"Doesn't he have enough power?" 


"Appears he wants more. | don't know what he's doing, what he's planning. | want you to send surveillance to 


see about it" 


Chris twisted the black phone cord between his fingers. He didn't much fancy sending one of his best men into 
a malignant situation. Sure, that was their employment, but he still felt uneasy, particularly when it came to 
spying on the one man more powerful than even Peter Gabriel. "Of course, sir. Any particulars you want to 


see about?" 


“Anything. l'm completely in the dark beyond knowing he's becoming more active." 
"Yes, sir. I'll get it done." 

"Good. Have a good night. Or morning." 

"Or whatever." Chris and Peter disconnected. 


Chris leaned back in his black leather chair and tucked his arms behind his head. His glance hovered over the 
medium sized fish tank in the corner of the room. The glass tank glowed a faint, but warm yellow. The moving 
tropical fish inside cast long, dark shadows through the golden glow and onto the white shag carpet. The only 
sound in the room was the bubbling music the tank provided, the hum of the aerator. Chris was fond of his 


fish. 


Chris got up languidly and strode over to the tank. From the cabinet underneath it, he produced a plastic jar of 
fish food. Opening the top of the tank, he pinched in just the right amount of the multicoloured flakes. He 
watched as the vibrant fish popped up to eat. They fascinated him. 


He spent a few minutes watching the creatures swim around gracefully, observed how their scales shimmered 
under the tank light. He admired their vibrant colours, their impressive and mysterious nature. There was no 


better living thing, in his opinion 


Well, he thought as he put away the food, best get some sleep. He'd be barking orders in the morning, 
arranging tasks, making phone calls. So often did he wish life could be as simple as watching his fish in awe. 


He clicked off the desk lamp and left the study. The hallway was dark, but he knew the house in blindness far 
better than he knew the back of his hand. He didn't even feel the need to gently run his fingers along the wall 


for guidance. He walked with confidence. 


However, he stopped when he heard the floor squeak. He hadn't caused it-- he knew exactly where each noisy 


floorboard was. He paused and listened as footsteps drew nearer. Bare feet. 

The creaking only stopped when the hall light flipped on Chris squeezed shut his eyes while they adjusted to 
the brightness uneasily. When he opened them again, Bill was standing in front of him, clad in his blue bathrobe, 
finger on the light switch. 


"What are you doing, creeping around in the dark at four am?" Bill asked with the usual amount of grumpiness 


to his voice. 
| was just going to bed," Chris replied, straightening up. 


Bill wasn't surprised. It wasn't the first time he'd found Chris up in the wee hours of what people could not 


agree was night or morning, and it certainly wouldn't be the last. He knew Chris liked to stay up, but he didn't 
know what he actually did while he was awake and alone. Bill liked to consider himself a normal person, who 
slept during normal hours, and simply could not and would not busy themselves with sleuthing what weirdos 
like Chris did in the middle of the night. 

"What about you? What're you doing up?" Chris continued, 

"Getting water," Bill said. Uncreative, but true. 


With his eyes properly focused now, Chris took notice that Bill's hair looked extraordinarily messy-- from 
sleeping, he supposed. It was sort of cute, he thought. The tousled look suited him. 


"Well, goodnight, then," Chris said, and turned to head up the stairs. 
"Wait-- were you on the phone with Gabriel?" 

Chris turned back around to face Bill. "Yes. Why?" 

"Its what woke me up. What did he want?" 

"Surveillance job." 

“Surveying who?" 

"Him." 

Bill seemed to grow uneasy. Was that worry Chris was detecting on him? A new colour for Bill, certainly. 
"Will you be sending Steve?" Bill asked, shifting. 

"Of course I'm sending Steve." 

"Wait-- maybe--" he seemed ready to argue. 


"Go back to bed. We'll cover it in the morning," were Chris’ final words before he successfully made his way 


upstairs. 


Lying in his grand king-sized bed a few minutes later, Chris reflected on the conversation He found it a bit odd 
that Bill had woken up merely at the commotion the phone had made. Bill slept like a rock. It took a couple good 
shakes of his shoulders to wake him up. Had a quiet conversation downstairs really woken him? Maybe he 


wasn't sleeping right lately, Chris considered. 


Down the hall, Bill returned to his bedroom with a dripping glass of cool water in his large hand. Steve was 


lying in the bed, nude, and resting amongst the fluffy blanket and pillows. He looked warm and comfortable, all 
snuggled up. 


"Here," Bill said, handing the glass to Steve. 


"Thank you." Steve sat up on his elbows and accepted the glass. He took a long drink from it, watching as Bill 
tossed off his robe and got back in the bed, just as nude as he was. 


Bill took the glass when Steve was done and drank from it himself, finishing it off, before setting it down on 
the floor next to the bed. He snuggled back under the duvet, lying nearly on top of Steve. 


"What took you so long?" Steve asked as he ran his fingers down Bill's smooth back with one hand, and toyed 
with his curls with the other. 


‘| ran into Chris," Bill responded, resting his head in the crook of Steve's neck. 

"What was he doing?" 

"Said he was going to bed He was coming out of his office." 

"| don't know how he functions on such little sleep." 

"| don't either. You know how much sleep | need," Bill chuckled. 

"No, you sleep too much," Steve said, smiling down at Bill drowsily. 

"Not nearly enough." 

"Whatever you say." 

Bill closed his eyes and revelled in his complacency. He wished Steve slept in his bed more often. Steve quite 
agreed-- he was a cold-natured person, and his own bed was always icy, it seemed. However, they didn't fancy 


being too suspicious. 


"Turn off the light," Steve mumbled softly, his eyelids involuntarily drooping more and more, his nose buried in 


Bill's fluffy, messy curls. 


"Sure you don't want to go back to your room? Just in case anyone comes round in the morning," Bill replied 


reluctantly. 
‘It ll be fine-- Jon's the only one who gets up before me, and he won't come in here." 


That was good enough reasoning for Bill, and he reached over to switch off the bedside light. 


Chris woke up lying on his stomach, tangled in his dark turquoise and navy sheets. He was wearing only his 
black pyjama pants, and he felt goosebumps raise on his skinny, bare torso and arms. He blinked his eyes slowly 
and focused them on the clock that was sitting atop his bedside table. 9:4 lam. 


It was the scent of coffee and sausages that woke him-- Steve must be up. He felt a sinking sensation in his 
stomach as he remembered he would be sending Steve into everybody's most feared territory today. He tried 
to shake the fact from the front of his mind as he got up from his grandiose bed. He stretched and traipsed 


over to the window, pulling apart the navy curtains. 


Occasional, gentle raindrops splashed against the glass, which was covered in condensation and cool to the 
touch. The sky was a pleasant shade of grey. The sun never seemed to shine in this city. Chris liked that, 


though. Sunshine made him feel drained. 


Down below, Chris could just spot a minuscule Jon, kneeling in his flower beds. Probably weeding. He was 
wearing a floppy straw hat, protecting his glamorous hair from the drizzle. He looked rather silly in that, Chris 
thought. Like an old grandmum. 


Chris observed as Steve poked his head out of the sunroom door and called to Jon, waving him inside. Chris 
couldn't hear what Steve was saying, but it mustve meant breakfast was ready. Jon began to collect himself, 
and Chris took that as cue to do the same. He threw on a sweater and headed downstairs. 

In the dining room, he was greeted by the usual array of breakfast foods-- sausages, toast, eggs, fried 
tomatoes, the like. Steve's favourite meal of the day was breakfast, and he didn't like to skimp out on it. Rick 
was sitting at the table, sipping from a mug of coffee. 

"Morning," he said, sounding much less awake than he looked. 


"Good morning," Chris replied before going into the adjacent kitchen for coffee. 


The kitchen and the dining room were separated merely by the kitchen counter. Steve was especially fond of 


this characteristic of their house, because it allowed him to talk to anyone in the dining room as he cooked. 


‘Morning, Chris," Steve said brightly. He was chopping up a selection of fruit. Really, he didn't skimp on 
breakfast. 


"Hello, Steve," Chris responded gently, reaching for his mug from the cabinet. It was light blue with orange fish 
painted on it. He was very particular about that mug, Chris was. Nobody else drank from it-- that was Chris’ 


mug. 


"Sleep alright?" Steve continued, sliding the now cubed fruit into a bowl. 


"Ah-- yes. | slept alright. You?" Chris fixed up his coffee-- one sugar, no milk. 

"Oh, | slept well." 

"Good morning!" was Jon's cheery voice as he entered the kitchen from the sunroom. He was wearing an 
extraordinarily large grin. Additionally, the ends of his fluffy hair were damp, Chris could tell, despite having 
worn the ugly hat. 

"How're the flowers?" Steve asked, heading to the table. 

"The peonies are blooming!" Jon said with the upmost excitement. He looked as though he might do a twirl. 
"They're just little things right now, but they're going to be so beautifull You can see just a bit of pink 
blossom poking out, oh-- they're so precious!" 

"They'll be gorgeous. They'll make our yard look fantastic," Steve said. Steve always had something nice to say. 
"Is someone going to get Bill?" Rick asked, desperately waiting for everyone to be seated before they ate. 
"Ill get him," Chris and Steve announced simultaneously. 


"Oh, you go, then," Chris said, and instead sat down at the head of the table. 


Steve made his way up the wooden stairs, and knocked on the first door on the left. Of course, no answer. A 


simple knock wouldn't do anything to wake Bill 


Steve let himself in, and shut the door behind him. He approached the sleeping man, and gave him a good shake 
of the shoulders-- usually the only way to wake him. 


Bill groaned a bit, peeking open his eyes. "Steve," he said, drawing out the name. 

"Wake up, sleepyhead-- it's time for breakfast 

"Mmm," Bill reached his hands up and cupped Steve's cheeks, pulling him down for a passionate kiss. 
Steve kissed back for a moment, but pulled away. It would be leery if he took too long to wake Bill. 
"Steve, come here, let's fuck," Bill moaned sleepily, pulling Steve back down for another kiss. 


"No, lets not fuck. It's time for breakfast. Everyone is waiting for you at the table," Steve drew away from 


the embrace again. 


Bill whined, "Please?" 


‘No! They'll be suspicious if we take too long. They're waiting for us." Steve jerked Bill gently up by his 


shoulders. 


Bill reached his arms around Steve's waist and tugged him into his lap, kissing him once again. Reaching his 


warm hands under Steve's shirt and up his chest, he gave Steve's neck a tender kiss. 


Steve had to admit, the feeling of those hot hands against his faintly cold skin was arousing. But it was not the 


time. "Bill, stop. You're acting strange." 
‘lm just horny," Bill whimpered. 


"Well, calm down. It's not the time to have sex right now." Steve stood up and hauled Bill out of the bed by his 
hands. 


Once Bill was out of the bed, his loose pyjama pants revealed a growing erection. 
"Get rid of that, everyone will see," Steve said. 
"| can't just get rid of it," Bill replied with grumpiness to his voice. 


"Well, put on a long shirt. Hide it" Steve went over to Bill's closet and found a suitable T shirt, handing it to 


him. 


Bill complied and pulled it on. Following Steve out and down the stairs, he rubbed his eyes. He could use another 
hour of sleep. As he walked, he remembered the conversation he had with Chris last night, and he felt a 
sinking of worry in his chest. He tried to push it out of his mind, but the fact was fact. 


"Finally," Rick said as Bill and Steve sat down at the table. 
"You know he's hard to wake up," Steve responded. 


Bill grunted. 


The men served themselves. As always, it was an impeccable meal. Chris often wondered where and when 
Steve learned to cook. However, it didn't matter, because he could, and he sure did it well. And thank goodness, 


because no one else in the household knew even the basics of cooking. They'd starve without Steve. 


Christopher leaned back in his chair as he finished, sipping his coffee. He watched his family, and felt guilty. He 
put them through a tough life. He supposed they must be just as willing, however, since they never had left. 
They were free to leave. They seemed dedicated. On multiple occasions, it seemed Bill would leave. He didn't 
seem to like anything or anyone. But he always stayed Maybe it was because he had nowhere else to go. 


Maybe it was because he actually did care for the family. 


Steve seemed vibrant today, Chris noticed. Steve so often did. However, today he appeared to be more chipper 
than usual. Perhaps he had a good sleep, Chris suspected. Chris sighed internally. He didn't want to ruin Steve's 
mood with a dangerous task Well-- after all, it was their work, their employment. They all knew that, and they 
all knew the risks. 


Chris decided he'd break the orders after a nice shower. Let Steve have a while more of his happiness, his 


contentment. He deserved that. 


Chris supposed his employees thought of him as harsh. Giving strict orders, barking instructions, being overall 
demanding. He didn't like to yell, but he did tend to argue. Particularly with Bill. Chris wondered if they all knew 
how much emotion went into this job of his. He did indeed consider their safety, their feelings. He wasn't 


arbitrary. 
As Chris downed the last dregs of his coffee, he stood up. "Excuse me, l'm going to shower." 
"Chris-- a shower?! I'm amazed, truly," Rick gasped. 


"A shower once or twice a day is certainly better than once or twice a week," Chris retorted as he took his 


dishes to the sink. 
Bill snickered at the remark. Rick, for once, could not think of a suitable comeback for that. 


In the shower, Chris relished in his happy place. He stood directly under the spray, letting the water sluice 
over his long, lanky body. From the navy blue bottle of shampoo, he poured a bit into his hand. Eyes shut, he 
massaged it into his hair. It was so relaxing to him. If the water never got cold, he could spend hours in the 


shower. 


Chris, hands covered in soap, ran his fingers down his chest. He paused, curiously, to flick his thumbs over his 
ripples. He took a gasping breath as he lightly pinched the soft pink flesh between his index finger and thumb, 
gently twisting and teasing his hardening nipples. The sensation sent a shiver down his body, leaving him feeling 


a bit aroused. 


Continuing to rub one nipple between his fingers, he reached his other hand down and firmly grasped his cock 
It was in the beginning stage of erecting, and it began to stiffen more as he gave it a few strokes. Feeling far 


more aroused, he was soon pumping his hand up and down roughly. Every few moments, he slowed his hand to 


rub the head with his wet fingers. 
He found himself thinking about Bill. He was picturing his full lips, thinking about what it would feel like to kiss 
them, about how gorgeous they'd look wrapped around his cock He mused about Bill's low voice, desperately 


desiring to hear his moans. 


He often turned his thoughts to Bill when he masturbated-- something he did frequently. He couldn't help 


thinking of Bill. Nothing else left him feeling so lascivious. 


Imagining Bill became too much to handle, and it pushed him far over the edge. As he voiced a loud gasp, his 
come spilled into his hand and on the white shower wall. The viscous substance dripped slowly down the tile as 


Chris caught his breath, leaning his forearm against the wall to keep himself steady. 


After a few moments-- legs still weak from the rush-- he finally rinsed himself of soap and shampoo. He 
shut off the water-- though, not before cleaning his semen from the tiled wall-- and stepped out, onto a 
fluffy turquoise bath mat. He wiggled his toes, enjoying the pleasant flocculent mat against his smooth, clean 
feet. 


Wrapped in a thick white towel, he left the master bathroom, returning to the bedroom. He shivered-- the 
room was chilly. It always was, it seemed. Nobody but him to warm it up-- a trouble he so often found with 
his palatial bed. 

His employees perhaps thought of him as anomic, a loner. It wasn't true. No, it wasn't true at all. Chris craved 
love and company just as much as anybody else. But he just couldn't have who he wanted. After all-- he was 
Bill's boss. It would be inappropriate. And anyway, Chris told himself, Bill didn't seem to desire anyone, let alone 


him. 


He tried to push the emotion of loneliness out of his mind as he dressed. Feeling depressed did not make for a 
productive mindset, and that's what Chris needed right now. He needed a clear head. 


When Chris returned downstairs, dressed in what was just short of a casual suit with his hair still damp, he 
found everyone in the living room-- still clad in their sleep things. Rick was lounging back on the sofa with Jon 
in his arms; Steve and Bill were in separate armchairs. They all had their eyes gazing lazily at the television, 
which was boasting some sort of cooking show. 

"Can we please watch something else?" Bill asked, looking at Steve. 

"This show only comes on on Saturdays!" Steve said in retort. 

"But it's so boring!" 

"Shh-- l'm watching, too!" Jon said, paying rapt attention to the screen. 


Bill groaned. 


"So-- a parring knife," Jon started, turning his head to look at Steve, "is that, uh, specially used for pears?" He 
really did not know the first things about cooking. 


"No, it's used for a lot of things. It's just a small knife," Steve responded kindly. 


Chris cleared his throat, and everybody looked up. 

"Hey, Fish, how'd your tenth shower go?" Rick asked, grinning. 

"I've only taken the one shower today." 

‘It's still early," Rick assured. 

Again, Chris cleared his throat. "Ah-- well, | need to speak about a job." 


Steve got up and turned the television off. Rick toyed absentmindedly with Jon's hair, waiting for Chris to 


continue. All the while, Bill grew uneasy. He knew what was coming 

"Gabriel called me last night. He wants a surveillance job done," Chris continued 

Steve sat straighter in his seat, knowing this would be his job. "Who does he want watched?" 
Him" 

Bil cringed inwardly at the information he already knew. 


Steve seemed to tense, feeling suddenly quite apprehensive. Rick and Jon also stiffened, sharing a look of worry 
on their faces. 


It was a moment before Steve found himself able to respond. "What.. Does Gabriel want? Any particulars?" 
“Anything you can find. Any photographs you can take." 
Steve nodded, finally. "Alright. | can do it” He stood up, taking a breath. 


"Wait-- shouldn't he, | don't know, take someone with him? Its dangerous," Bill spoke up. He tried hard not to 


sound overly caring towards Steve, overly zealous. 


“All of our work is dangerous. You all know that," Chris responded, sounding a slight bit cold He was their 


boss-- he had to act like it. 

‘ll be fine on my own," Steve said, despite looking just a hair forlorn 

Bill humphed. Still, he was worried Beyond worried. That man-- that powerful man-- was known to drop men if 
they so much as looked at him the wrong way. Gabriel was a stalwart kingpin-- a ruler, if you like-- but that 


man made Gabriel shake at his knees. 


"Go prepare yourself. | want you to leave before noon," Chris ordered, showing little emotion towards the 


situation. 
"Yes, sir," Steve replied quietly, and made his way upstairs. 


"The rest of you, hit up our contacts. See if you can find anything at all about him. Be careful, he has eyes 


and ears all over the city." 

Rick and Jon nodded. Bill made no acknowledgement, but Chris knew quite well that he had heard him. 

Chris left on that note, and headed towards his office. The other three could hear as the office door was shut. 
The three dispersed, making their way upstairs. Bill trailed slowly, waiting for Rick and Jon to enter their room 
and close the door fully. Once they had, Bill skipped over his room completely and went further down the hall, 


stopping at the second door on the right side. He knocked ever so lightly. 


Steve opened the door and immediately let Bill inside. Steve was dressed up to his waist now-- slightly tattered 
jeans, no shirt. His hair was still a bit messy, but it always seemed to have a bit of a messy edge to it. 


Bill let his worry show now that it was just he and Steve. He wrapped his strong arms around Steve's skinny 
torso and kissed his shoulder. "| don't want you to do this," he muttered. 


"Don't worry about me," Steve said, hugging him back, "I'll be fine. I've done this before." 

Bill pulled away and held Steve at arm's distance. "Yeah, and last time you did a job on him, you got this," he 
ran his fingertips along a thick white scar along Steve's torso, which spanned from his right pec, down 
diagonally towards his right hip. 


Steve looked away, sighing. "Don't worry about me," he repeated. 


"I will,” Bill said firmly, coiling his arms once again around Steve's waist. He leaned in and kissed Steve's lips 


tenderly. 


Steve kissed back gently. Bill's warmth, his scent, and his muscular body all encased Steve in a comforting and 
relaxing embrace. He wished he could have stayed in that position forever. 


Finally, he brought himself to whisper, "I need to get going." 
Bill sighed and pulled away. "Please be careful." 


As Steve pulled on his shirt and accompanying jacket, he assured Bill, "l always am." 


From the Beginning 


Author's Notes: 
I've read it over and over, so on not gonna final proofread it (I'm terrible). This one is super long, have fun 5) 


Personally, | love this chapter. 


--Three years earlier-- 


Greg Lake approached a caliginous club. It was late, but not too late. Opportune clubbing time. However, 
"clubbing" wasn't really what Greg was here for. He was here to meet with the owner of the club-- boss’ 
orders. Securing a drug deal. At least, that what Greg's boss would call it. Greg knew full and well he was being 
sent here to see if the owner was willing to drop anyone he didn't like (not good for business). He knew full and 
well that he wasn't high up enough to be the one securing a deal. 


Well, he wasn't getting any younger, and if he was going to be killed tonight, then that was that, so there was 
no point in trying to delay. But-- he thought of Carl at home-- no, he couldn't be so arbitrary with his life. 
Carl needed him. Well.. Carl knew there was risk to Greg's job. Still. Greg had to be strong. 


He opened the door to the club and took a step inside. It was different than he expected. He expected wild, 
flashing lights, cage dancers, maybe. 


The place put the "gentleman" in gentleman's club. It felt more like a brandy club with scantily clad women 
strutting around. The booths were lined with red velvet. The low hanging lights were dimly lit. The dancers 
wore only gold and rich maroon. The scent of money hung so heavily on the air, Greg thought if he reached 


his hand out, he might become a few hundred quids wealthier. 


After a moment of taking it in, Greg made his way to the bar. The bartender, dressed far nicer than any 


regular bartender, leaned forward 

"Drink?" he asked 

"No. | need to speak with the owner," Greg responded 

"Im sorry, | can't" 

"| was sent by Mr-—" 

Greg was cut off by a bit of commotion down at the end of the bar. 


A young man-- albeit, perhaps a few years older than Greg-- was clutching a thick booklet of papers in his 


hand. His knuckles had gone white at the grip he had on it. The man was dressed in a way that suggested that 
the club was not one of his usual habitats. Denim button up and denim trousers-- both tattered. His hair was 
long and a light, mousy brown, and bangs fell over his eyes. His overall appearance and vibe certainly 


contrasted with his height; he must've been at least six inches shorter than Greg. 


"Again, I'm sorry, but it just isn't suitable for a place like this," said a man standing in front of the short one. 
Must have been the owner, Greg suspected. 


"Is more exciting than what you've got spinning now!" the shorter man waved the papers again, "It'll bring in 


business!" 
"| don't think so," the owner said curtly. 


Greg took the opportunity to walk over. "What's the trouble?" he asked. In the back of his head, he told himself 
not to get involved. Oh well. 


"No trouble,” the owner said calmly 

"He doesn't want to buy my music,” the other replied, ruffled. 

"Of course | don't want to buy your music-- its rubbish!" the owner huffed. 

"Hey, you don't need to be rude about it! What's wrong with his music?" 

"IFs like it was written by a remedial music student." 

"Did you actually listen to it?" 

‘lm not having my pianist waste his time on this." 

"It might be good, though." 

"| gave it a look-through, and it simply is not good." 

"Well, maybe it sounds fantastic out loud. It's inconsiderate of you not to at least try it out" 
"Are you trying to teach me how to run my club?" The owner was beginning to sound testy. 
"I think you could use the education 

I+ was like a hummingbird flew by. One moment the owner was collected, the next moment he was swinging his 


large fist in Greg's general direction However much he was ready and willing to fight back, Greg couldn't help 
but flinch. 


However, the punch never got around to colliding with Greg's jaw, because it was intercepted. The shorter man 


had swung, and struck the owner in the cheekbone. 


The owner staggered back into a stack of bar stools. The other man advanced on him and laid another brush 


of his knuckles against the owner's previously conventionally perfect nose before the bartender ran over. 


"Get the fuck out!" he howled. The pianist in the corner had stopped playing. The men in their booths stopped 


drinking. The women in their lingerie stopped dancing. Everyone looked over to the scene now caused. 
The shorter man looked like he could've gone all night, duking it out with those snobs. But he didn't. He picked 
up the bound stack of papers he had dropped and stormed out. He wanted to get out of there before police 


came in. 


There would be no police, though, Greg knew. The owner wouldn't draw police attention to a club that already 


was home to quite a few illegal activities. Not over a case of isolated violence. 


Greg headed out the door momentarily after the shorter man. It had begun to drizzle. The heels of Greg's 
boots clicked on the sidewalk, which was polka-dotted between the dry spots and where drops of rain had hit. 


"Wait!" Greg said finally, trying to keep up with the other man's stride. 


"What?" the other man said, sedating his pace to a walk before he stopped. He sounded overall bitter, but not 
particularly bitter towards Greg. 


"l, uh--" Greg paused to think of what he actually wanted to say. "Do you need a job?" 
The other man, who had looked ready to spit, eased. Slightly. "What kind of job?" 
"Well-- | need a bodyguard. Not for me," he hastily added. 

lm not a bodyguard. l'm a musician" 

"You don't seem to be making much as a musician Besides, you throw a good punch. 
"How much would you be paying me, then?" 


"Well-- how about--" Greg held up a number of fingers which made the other man's eyes go wide. Yes, clearly 


he wasn't making much as a musician, 
"My name's Keith," the man said. 


"Greg Lake," Greg responded, holding out his hand. 


"Emerson," Keith shook the offered hand. 

"Do you have a place to stay, Keith?" 

"Er," Keith thought of the motel he currently called home. "Not exactly." 
"We have a spare bedroom-- you can live with us." 


Twenty minutes and a short walk later, they approached a rundown motel. Mould was climbing up the once 
pastel pink door of room 28 It took a moment and a few tries for Keith to unlock it, muttering under his 
breath about how it "always unlocks on the third try." Finally, it popped open and swung forward with a loud 


creak. 


They were greeted by a rush of cool, damp air that smelled of mildew. Keith flipped on the light switch and 


walked inside, Greg following, and closing the door. 


It became obvious how long Keith had been staying here. The cold, grey tile floor was littered with balled up 
pieces of paper-- manuscript paper, Greg could see. The musty old bed was unmade-- scratchy, off-white 
sheets were in slept-in bunches. The light grey wallpaper was fading. A lone wooden chair in the corner had 
been converted to a wardrobe-- clothes were thrown over it, pants, shirts, a leather jacket. A stray pair of 
boxers had fallen beside the seat, resting on top of a tall leather boot. Greg wondered where the other boot 
was. A quick scan of the room found it under a rickety-looking wooden table. On the surface of the three- 
legged table was another plethora of balled up paper, a few empty beer bottles, and a box of something-- 
what was that? Oh. Cornflakes. There didn't appear to be any other food in the room. Or any bowls. 


A pale, mouldy shower curtain hung at the end of the room, in a sort of alcove. It was pulled back to show 
the floor of the "shower" was just the same as the floor of the rest of the room, and the only difference of 
the alcove was the drain, the faucet and shower head, and the tiled wall. There was a moth-eaten white towel 


on the floor in front of the alcove, keeping water from spreading. Nothing more to it. 

While Greg had been taking everything in, Keith had found an aged canvas bag. He was filling it with his few 
belongings, which appeared to be mostly sheet music and clothes. Greg watched as Keith went around the 
room, looking for anything left of value. He shook the box of cornflakes-- the sound emitted told there wasn't 
much left. When Keith opened the little fridge, Greg could see the only thing in there was a last bottle of beer. 
Keith removed it and tucked it into his bag. 

Keith gave a final glance around the tiny room. That appeared to be it. 

"Uh, ready?" Greg asked. 


"lam if you are." 


More than ready, Greg thought. He led the way out, watching as Keith jammed the door shut. 

Greg started to make his way to the street to call a cab, but Keith stopped. 

"Hang on," he said. He dropped his bag on the concrete with a thud, and walked over to the minuscule, fenced-in 
pool. Pushing open the gate, he strode inside and-- Greg craned his neck to see-- unzipped his pants-- oh. 
Keith looked damn proud of himself as the sound of liquid hitting the water punctured the silent night and 
echoed against the building. 

After a moment, Keith fastened his trousers and returned, picking up his bag. "Alright, let's go." 


Greg really didn't know what to make of that. Ultimately, he decided he liked Keith's personality. 


The pair clamoured into the hailed taxi. Keith's bag was so small, they didn't even need to use the trunk. Greg 
gave the address to the cabbie and he drove off. Pulling up the barrier, Greg then turned to Keith. 


“Alright, | have to set some rules." 
Keith didn't say anything, but nodded, 


First of all, you can't let him know you're a bodyguard. He's really independent, he'll take offence to it. | don't 
like to lie to him, but.. Its necessary." 


"Sir, might | ask, why does he need a bodyguard?" 


Being called "sir" ticked Greg. That had never really happened outside of restaurants and stores. Additionally, it 
showed that Keith adapted quickly-- a good sign, Greg thought. 


"| work a dangerous job, it puts him at risk" 

Keith nodded again. 

"Just go along with what | tell him. Okay, secondly, you can't tell anybody else what you do, or what | do." 
"What exactly do you do? Sir." 

| work for a drug cartel." 

Keith didn't bat an eye, but he did glance at the driver, in case he heard. 

"He's on my boss’ payroll, don't worry,” Greg assured. "Thirdly, just.. | hate to use this phrase, but-- entertain 


him. Take him out, let him show you things-- for example, he loves to cook. He's going to want to try a 
hundred different recipes, and he's going to want you to taste all of them. Can you drive?" 


"Yes." 

"Good. He's at home so often, he always wants to go out" 

“Sounds easy enough." 

"Do you have any questions?" 

"Yeah, one-- why didn't that bar owner send police after me?" 

"His club's dirty. He's not attracting police to it” 

That made plenty of sense to Keith, who didn't say anything else. What a wild turn of events for him. Starving 
musician to well-paid bodyguard. Incognito bodyguard. Slash.. Entertainer? Playmate? He had no idea what label 
to put on it, but frankly didn't care; he was making real money, and no longer living in a filthy motel. 

Thirty minutes later, the cabbie pulled into the parking lot behind a group of apartments. Greg paid the fee, 
and led Keith to an unobtrusive back door. The door had two sets of locks on it, but Greg undid them speedily- 
- in the dark and dripping rain. It was obvious how accustomed he was to this. 


As soon as the door was opened, a frantic, but pretty and airy voice called, "Gregory!" 


‘lm here, it's me-- l'm okay," Greg called back, locking the door before he headed up the stairs. The moment 
he reached the top of the stairs, he was assaulted with a running hug. 


Keith stepped past the top stair just in time to see-- oh! Well, just in time to see Greg lay a tender kiss on 
the lips of the other man (Carl, he supposed). It didn't really bother Keith, just.. Didn't expect it. 


| was so worried about you-- you're an hour and a half late!" Carl cried, burying his face in Greg's shoulder. 
"I know, I'm sorry, | got sidetracked," Greg soothed, rubbing Carl's back. 

"Why did you get sidetracked?" Carl asked as he pulled away-- and then immediately saw Keith. "Oh! Oh-- I'm a 
mess--" he brushed hair and tears out of his face, "Lovely to meet you, l'm Carll" He held out his hand, not 
bothering to inquire on who this man might be. 

Keith was just slightly shell shocked, but he took Carl's soft hand and shook it firmly. "Keith-- Emerson" 


"Palmer!" 


| met Keith at the club the job was at. He's a musician, hasn't got much of a place to stay. | told him he can 
stay here for a while," Greg explained to Carl. 


‘Oh, | wish I'd had time to set up the spare bedroom! | can do that now! Wait-- would you like tea? It's raining, 
isn't it?--" he bustled over to the glass door to the balcony, parting the blinds to peer outside, "-- oh that 
must be dreadful! I'll make tea--" 

"lll make tea. Go fix up the bedroom," Greg said, chuckling. 

And Carl did just that, heading up the second flight of stairs. 


Greg waved Keith to follow him into the kitchen, and gestured for him to sit. He went about the tiny kitchen, 
looking for the kettle. 


"Is he always so--" Keith started. 

"Yes," Greg answered, filling the kettle and setting it on the stove. 

"So, are you two, uh--" 

‘Lovers, for about a year and a half now" 

"Oh 

"What-- do you have a problem with it?" 

"No, no-- | just pictured, | dont know, a brother or something” 

Greg laughed 

No, it certainly didn't bother Keith. In fact, it was more of his style. Well, sort of He wasn't really sure what 
he was. He'd done things with women, he'd done things with men-- preferred the latter. Was he gay? Was he 
bi? He didn't know. Keith Emerson didn't like labels, no sir. He was what he was, and that was that: 

Carl came back in as Greg was pouring the tea. “lve got some things cleared away, and put sheets on the bed- 
- oh, we're lucky we still have that bed! Did you make the apple spice tea? Thats my favourite,” Carl said, 


leaning over Greg's shoulder and taking in the aroma. 


"Yes, it is, and | know," Greg set the three mugs on the table and sat down. There were only two metal chairs 


at the little table. 
"IIl go get another chair, | think we have one in the study," Carl chirped and left. 


He returned a moment later, with a chair like promised. It must've been just half a heart beat he sat down 


before he stood again. "I should make something! | can't believe | didn't offer-- Keith, are you hungry? Greg?" 


"Well-- yeah, a bit," Keith admitted. He'd lived on cornflakes and occasional fast food for quite a while now. The 
last time he ate must've been.. Yesterday? Or the day prior? Yes, that sounded about right, he thought. 


I'm always hungry,” Greg joked, leaning back in his seat as he finished off his tea. 


"Oh, | know that. Hmm, what should | make, what should | make?" Carl stroked down his throat, thinking, as he 
looked around the kitchen cabinets. 


He then pulled a few items from a cupboard and started to assemble his preparation. 


Keith didn't know really anything about cooking, but from here it looked like was making.. Scones, maybe? 
Something like that. 


Finally, Keith got a moment to really take a good look at Carl. He was tall, though not as tall as Greg, and 
pretty skinny. Well, not skinny, but fit. Little chub on his cheeks, but that might've just been his age. After all, 
he mustve been at least a few years younger than he was, Keith thought. Carl's hair was long and silky, down 
to his shoulders, in a rich sort of brown. His eyes matched in colour. His face was pretty and boyish, and 
overall the kind of face nobody could turn down for anything. Keith then took notice of Carl's outfit-- a navy 
blue sweater (fitted perfectly to him), and jeans. He made such a simple outfit look fantastic. 


"Gregory, why don't you show Keith around the apartment? These'll be another ten minutes," Carl chimed, not 


bothering to take his eyes off of his work. 
"Alright, babe." Greg stood and stretched, waving Keith to follow him. 


Keith followed him and down the hall, firstly to the living room. There was only a love seat, bookshelf, 
television, and coffee table. Not much to talk about, but it looked comfy enough. Across the hall was the 
study, which Greg only pointed out. Keith supposed it wasn't very important. 


Upstairs and across the hall was a small bathroom. It was very clean, and looked quite seldom used. Greg 
pointed out that Carl had already put in a stack of towels for Keith. On the other side of the hall was the 


master bedroom. Keith was only able to take a quick glance in before Greg waved him across the hall. 
"This is your room," Greg said, gesturing inside the tiny room. 


It had a few boxes stacked up in the corner, and a small bed pushed against the wall. The window had no 
curtains. There must've been a street lamp nearby, because a few slats of yellowed light shone in through the 
window. There was a little dust creeping onto the surfaces and furniture, but not much. As if this room only 
got dusted once a week instead of every day like the rest of the house appeared to be. Dust didn't bother him 


one single bit. The room was so many times better than that mildewy, grungy motel. 


Keith, who had been clutching his bag since he arrived, finally set it down on the bed. "It's really fantastic," he 


confirmed, actually hosting something reminiscent of a smile-- the first since Greg had met him. 
"Yeah? Great!" Greg looked pleased. 
And then, a call from Carl, "They're done!" 


As they traipsed down the stairs, whatever "they" were began to smell very appetising indeed, Keith thought. 
When they returned to the kitchen, they found dark brown and golden, steaming muffins sitting on a plate. 


Even accompanied by the glass milk jug. Carl really was a regular housewife, Keith mused. 
"They're apple muffins. Be careful, now, they're really hot," Carl piped, setting three glasses down on the table. 


They sat down, and Keith picked one up. Ignoring the temperature warning, he bit right into his. Steam and heat 
assaulted his lips, but he liked that just fine. And-- damn. Damn, were those tasty. Maybe it was because of 
his slacked diet lately, but Keith thought that that might've been perhaps the best muffin he'd ever put in his 


mouth. 
"Are they good?" Carl asked, who had pulled his own in half and was blowing the steam away. 
“They're great, babe," Greg assured, pouring milk. 


Keith nodded. He didn't have suitable words right now, with his mouth full-- and besides, he wasn't sure if he 
could come up with a strong enough way to say how good they were. He probably could've eaten ten of the 


soft, spongey cakes. 


Carl was proud to watch Keith devour his food. It also worried him, thinking it might've been a while since 


Keith last ate. Carl would just have to fix that! 


Once the plate had been cleared of its food, Carl stood up. "Well, it's late! We should all get some sleep," he said 
cheerfully, clearing away the dishes. 


"Yeah, I'm exhausted," Greg said, stretching. 
The three headed upstairs-- Greg and Carl to the right, Keith to the left. 
"Goodnight, Keith! Sleep welll" Carl said before turning into the master bedroom with Greg. 


Keith closed the door to his new bedroom behind him, and flicked on the overhead light. The light wavered 
slightly, but settled at a dim brightness. Pulling back the blanket on the bed revealed non-matching flowered 
sheets. They looked like wallpaper that would belong in a grandmother's house. They were soft, however, and 
that's all that mattered. He kicked off his shoes, and stripped off his shirt, and lied back in the bed in his jeans. 
He didn't own any pyjama pants. Usually he slept nude, but he thought perhaps that might be rude on his first 
right here. 


He propped himself up against the two pillows, and fumbled through his bag. From it, he produced his 
manuscript paper and his last beer. He popped the cap off of the bottle with his bare fingers, leaving him with 
a tiny puncture wound in his thumb, which he brought to his mouth, licking away the singular drop of blood. 


Sipping the bitter, barely cool beer, he looked down at his papers. It had been hell trying to write a piece 
without a proper piano. For a while, he had been figuring out bars in his head at the motel, and then trying 
them out on a local church organ. The clergy hadn't taken extreme kindness to a stranger spending hours and 
hours working out some bizarre musical arrangement on their precious organ. Particularly a stranger who 
didn't bother coming in to visit the Lord on Sundays. Being a caring religious group, however, they kept their 
mouths shut. 


Keith supposed he'd be able to find another suitable church around this side of town, too. If he had the time. 
He wasn't a hundred percent sure what his new employment was really ensuing. For example, how often was 
Greg away or busy? Would he really need his eyes on Carl at all times? What would Carl want to do all day? 
Keith had a lot of questions. He'd learned over his years of living, however, that "going with the flow" was the 


best question answerer. 


Anyway, he thought as he scribbled on a few notes, with the money he was making, he could just buy a piano. 
A used one, of course, but a piano of his own was a dream of his at this point in his life, and any would do. He 
wondered if Greg would let him put a piano in here. There seemed to be enough space in the living room for a 
little upright. Maybe he could try and teach Carl to play, or something. Greg would buy that, Keith thought. He 


wondered if Carl could actually sit still long enough to learn a few bars. Probably not. 


Well, it would be at least a month or so until he could afford that, so no point in dwelling on it now. Assuming 
Greg was paying him weekly, that is (another question of his). In that case, a month would definitely see him 


enough income to afford one. 


Keith stared for a long while at his papers. He was barely able to compose three bars. He was definitely stuck. 
His eyes drooped as he watched the small addition he'd made fifteen minutes ago, as if waiting for it to tell 
him what to write next. It never did, however, and he soon was jumping himself suddenly awake when he'd 
almost dropped the papers in his hand. Alright, that must've been a sign for bedtime. He downed the last sip of 
his beer before setting both the empty bottle and the papers on the floor next to the bed. He didn't even 


have time to turn off the light, because as soon as his hands were empty, he passed right out. 


Keith woke up to the sound of the door creaking. Once his eyes opened, he saw Carl standing over him. 
"Good morning, sleepy!” Carl piped brightly, smiling. 


Keith blinked sleep out of his eyes, taking a split moment to recall his surroundings. "Uh, morning." 


"Sleep well?" Carl asked, picking up the empty beer bottle, giving it a little shimmy to assure it no longer held 
liquid, before tossing it in the trashcan in the corner with a dull thud. 


"Yeah-- great" Actually, that had been one of the best night's sleeps Keith had had in what seemed like weeks. 
For once, he hadn't woken up sore, or quite possibly more tired than the night before. He felt rather 


refreshed. 


"Fantastic! Oh, it's so dusty in here, I'll need to come clean it." Carl ran his index finger across the window sill, 


inspecting the effects. Apparently, however much dust came up was far too much. 

For a moment, the only sound was the music the raindrops hitting the window made. However, Carl spoke up. 
"You slept in your jeans?" he asked, facing Keith again, "Wasn't that uncomfortable?" 

"| don't have any pyjamas," Keith explained, sitting up fully now. 

"Oh! We'll have to get you some! I've told Gregory | think we need to go shopping today. Get your room and 

things all set up, y'know. He's got work, so he told me to ask you if you'd take me." Carl again ran his finger 
along the window ledge, apparently still appalled at the dust. 


"Oh-- yeah, of course, | can take you. But, l'm fine, really--" 


"Fabulous! And nonsense! You need curtains," Carl said, gesturing to the window, his tone implying there were 


many more things than curtains he would need 
"Babe-- | think this is done!" called Greg's voice from downstairs, 

"Oh-- shit," Carl muttered and hurried back down 

A few minutes later, Keith joined the other two in the kitchen, now wearing the same shirt he had on last 
right. Greg was sitting at the table in black velvet trousers and matching jacket, with a violet button-up 
underneath. The jacket lapels had white trim, which twisted into subtle flowers. It was a very stylish outfit 
"Morning, Keith," Greg greeted as Keith sat down at the minuscule table. "Sleep alright?" 

"| slept greats" Keith replied 

"Dammit," Carl whispered at whatever he was hovering over at the counter. 

Keith couldn't see, but whatever it was, it smelled marvellous. Fruity. It wasn't the only fruity thing, and Carl's 


outfit spoke of that-- he was clad in skin-tight white pants, and a vibrant, low cut crimson shirt with big, 


important sleeves. 


"What's wrong with it, babe?" Greg asked, craning his neck to try and see. 
Carl muttered something about it being burnt. 

‘It was only in there a minute past the timer going of fl" 

Carl grumbled. 

"C'mon, let's eat it-- I'm sure it's fine.” 


Finally Carl turned around and placed the dish on the table. I+ was a pristine apple and cranberry tart in a clear 


glass dish. Carl crossed his arms over his chest. 

"What's burnt about that?" Greg asked, flabbergasted. 

"Right there!" Carl pointed to the very, very edge of the tart, where there was just the faintest dark line. 
"Carl Frederick Kendall Palmer--" 

"Don't you full-name mel” 

"Its not burnt" 

"Yes, it is!" 


Greg gave Carl a slap on the butt. "No, its not! Now serve it already, you little perfectionist," he said with 


love. 
Carl humphed, but sat down, and filled everybody's plates with the warm food. 


He couldn't stay grumpy for long though-- not once he saw how quickly Keith ate. He genuinely worried about 


him! He must have been starving before! Carl wasn't going to let Keith lose one more ounce, however. 
"Here-- have more," Carl cooed, refilling Keith's plate. 

Keith accepted, and very gladly started on the second serving. He was beyond grateful-- and also amazed, 
Carl's cooking was a wonder to behold. Keith thought perhaps that he may never be able to consume another 


cornflake in his life. 


While Carl did the dishes after breakfast, Greg casually waved Keith into his office. "What do you think?" he 
asked after Keith shut the door. 


"Of what, sir?" 


"Carl." 

‘Oh. He's very.. Enthusiastic." 

"Did he ask you to take him shopping?" 

"Yog" 

"Good. | take it you said yes?" 

"Yog" 

Greg nodded, and Keith watched as Greg unlocked the bottle-green safe. 


About twenty minutes later, Keith was sitting in the driver's seat of a smooth, black car. In his pocket was 


more money than he'd ever previously made in one paycheque. First things first-- buy a wallet. 


Beside him, Carl was primping in the sun visor mirror. He wouldn't admit to "primping," though. He would tell 


you he's just making sure he looks alright! No, of course that was not primping. 

Seemingly satisfied with his appearance, Carl flipped up the visor and grinned. "Let's go!" 

Keith watched and followed Carl through the department store. Never, ever in his life had he accompanied 
someone as thorough about shopping as Carl. Carl looked at everything-- every single thing. When they finally 
arrived in an aisle that was home to something they actually were looking for, he gave every ounce of his 


attention into reading all of the tags and labels, inspecting each damn detail. 


Carl was holding a sheet set in a flowered pattern, reading its specs. "What material do you like for sheets?" 
he asked Keith, not looking up. 


"Uh... Cotton?" It was the first fabric to spring to mind. Keith didn't care what they were made of, as long as 
they weren't itchy. 


Carl nodded, and continued to educate himself on the ones currently in his hands. Apparently they were cotton. 


"tm, uh, not a huge fan of that pattern, though," Keith said after it looked like Carl was leaning towards the 


currently chosen ones. 


"What? Oh! Sorry-- hehe," Carl put the flowered ones down and instead picked up a set with plain blue and 
white stripes. Much better. 


And so that was how shopping went. Carl admired everything, Keith watched. It felt like forever for Keith-- 


Carl wanted to spend at least twenty minutes examining each item carefully. And his list was long. Keith tried 
to pay attention, but often found himself staring off into space instead. Leaning against the cart, he 
daydreamed. He thought of what he might do with his pay. He thought of things he could add to his song. He 
tried to calculate in his head how long he would have to work for Greg before he had enough money to leave, 
and find some better town to live in Perhaps a year, he figured, if he saved. Shouldn't be hard-- he didn't 
have many expenses. Manuscript paper, beer sometimes.. That was about it. Especially easy since he didn't 


seem to need to worry about buying food anymore. 

That's it, Keith thought; just a year with these two. Thank god. 

--one year later-- 

If Keith could summon God and request but one piece of information, at that moment it would have been "how 
to change a tire." However, he didn't possess the ability to call God to him, so he would just have to call Greg. 
Could call a taxi, but Greg always said, never hail a taxi if he's not there. Something about how taxis talk. 
Well, anyway, if Keith wanted to call Greg, he'd have to find a phone. Unfortunately, they were in the more 
barren side of town. Unfortunately, it was sliding later into the evening time. Unfortunately, they were in the 
freezing rain. 


The shit he had to deal with being Carl's bodyguard. 


Their steps were illuminated by the multicoloured fairy lights which lined the buildings around them. It seemed 


the most vexatious inconveniences always happened during Christmastime. 


"The one day the car breaks down!" Carl said, exasperated. He was leading the way towards a store at the far 


end of the street. There was a phone booth right outside of it. 
"At least we're not too far from a phone," Keith said, his leather collar turned up to the frigid rain. 
"At least-- ah!" Carl shrieked. 


Quickly looking up, Keith strained to see in the darkness. There was another figure, holding onto a struggling 
Carl. 


"You Greg Lake's princess?" the gruff man growled, shaking Carl. 


"| don't know who Greg Lake is!" Carl said assertively-- a line that had been clearly rehearsed many times 


before. 


Immediately, Keith lunged out in the semidarkness, trying to grab any part of the man which wasn't holding 
onto Carl. Unable to see it, Keith was greeted with the coldness of steel jabbing itself into his forearm. Luckily, 
the leather took most of the bite, but Keith hissed when the tip of the dagger found his skin 


However, the move had allowed Keith to grab ahold of the man's wrist, giving it a firm twist backwards. The 
man groaned, and the sound of metal hitting the sidewalk echoed against the brick building next to them. 


For just a split second, the man's grip on Carl loosened, and he was able to jerk away with a good kick to the 


assailants shin. 


Finally, he was all Keith's. Keith wasted no time tossing a punch into the man's nose. And then into his jaw. And 
then his cheekbone. In fact, Keith didn't let up throwing punches to the attacker until the attacker had given up 
fighting back all together. 


Keith shoved the man onto the pavement, and listened to his broken, faded breathing. He considered killing him, 
but ultimately decided that that one wasn't worth it. Keith leaned down and picked up the abandoned dagger. He 
couldn't see its details in the lack of light, but it had a nice weight-- a nice feel in his hand. He decided to keep 
it. 


Without any further delay, he turned to see about Carl. Before he could take even a step, however, he was 
barrelled into; Carl threw his arms around Keith, leaning down a bit to bury his face in Keith's shoulder-- both 
of them dripping wet and cold from the rain. 


Keith was slightly taken aback, but instinctually wrapped his strong arms around Carl protectively. He held him 
close. He didn't want to let go. 


--another year later-- 
Keith Emerson never got sick. No sir. Fuck that, he said to himself. No, Keith never got sick. 
Except for the time he did. 


Keith rolled over in his sweat-damp bed to find his lovely new friend, bedside trashcan. His hair had already 
been tied into a ponytail long ago, courtesy dear Carl, who happened to standing by the bed. 


Carl tried not to cringe as he watched Keith get sick. It had been all night with this. He glanced at the clock on 
the bedside table as he rubbed Keith's back. 1:34am. If the sun ever shone in this city, it would be peeking 
through the blinds. But it didn't. Instead, the raindrops hitting the window provided accompaniment for the 


sounds Keith was creating. 


Keith hadn't slept last night, so neither did Carl; he hadn't even tried to go bed. The fever probably would've 
put Keith straight to sleep, in fact, if he wasn't too busy leaning over his bedside. Carl had been in and out of 
Keith's room, from mopping down his forehead to replacing his trashcan, to sitting next to him, trying to calm 


him down, soothe him. 


After a few moments, Keith turned back over onto his other side, curling up into the fetal position He was 


shaking slightly, eyes shut tightly. Under Carl's hand, Keith's bare skin felt hot, but extremely clammy. He was 
dripping with sweat, shivering and trembling. 


Keith tried to pull the blanket up over himself-- he was wearing only his boxers, and he felt extremely gelid-- 
but Carl tugged it back down to his hips. 


"No, sweetie, you'll overheat. You're already at 4 degrees," Carl said gently, brushing Keith's bangs out of his 
eyes. 


"lm freezing," Keith said, shuddering. 


| know you feel cold, but you're not. You're burning up." Carl picked up the cool, wet wash rag he had on the 


bedside table, and dabbed it over Keith's face. 
Keith rolled over a little, back and forth. Every position he fell into hurt his sore and tense body. The sweaty 
sheets were sticking to his skin, pulling and balling up more every time he moved. He couldn't tell if the 


washcloth wiping over his forehead felt pleasant or not-- every touch felt muddled. 


A little shiver went down Carl's spine when Keith's hot, balmy hand gripped onto his wrist. He stopped moving 
the cloth immediately. 


"Carl," Keith moaned. 

"What is it, Keith?" Carl asked tenderly. 

"Carl," Keith repeated, almost whimpering this time. 

‘Keith-- what's wrong-- what do you need?" Carl sounded a bit more frantic now as he cupped Keith's cheek 
"Carl," Keith said, softer that time. 

"Keith! I'm right here!" Carl was on the verge of tears. 

Keith wrapped his arms around Carl and pulled him down into the bed with the little energy he had left. 

"Keith, what are you doing?" Carl asked, his voice breaking a little. 

Keith didn't answer, but buried his face in Carl's shoulder from behind, and hugged him close around the waist. 
He was still quivering, sweating. Holding Carl felt like holding a big, warm lamb-- which he desperately desired, 


feeling as cold as he did. 


Carl didn't particularly think much of being smothered in the arms of a sickly, perspiring man, but if it made 
Keith feel better, he'd stay there as long as necessary. Even if it meant he might get sick. 


It felt like days until Carl could hear Keith snoring quietly. Perhaps, though, it hadn't been very long at all. As 
carefully as he could, he ejected himself from Keith's arms, and got out of the bed. Thankfully, Keith didn't 
even twitch, and kept sleeping. Carl stroked down Keith's hair and watched him for a moment. He was like a big, 


sick kitten. Poor baby. 


Ever so quietly, Carl left the room and returned to his own. He didn't stop for anything, and instead got 
straight into the shower. He felt sticky with Keith's ill sweat. 


Greg, who had been asleep, woke up at the sound of the shower. He came in with a little knock on the open 


door to announce his presence. "How's he doing?" 
"He threw up the entire night. He's just now gone to sleep.” 
"Is so sweet of you to take care of him." Greg sat down on the edge of the tub. 


"Of course l'm going to take care of him. He means a lot to me," Carl said as Greg could hear him opening the 


shampoo bottle. 
"Me, too," Greg said quite thoughtfully. 


To himself, Carl was realising how much he really did love Keith. He felt so close to him. He felt so safe with 
him. The past two years had left him with such a connection to Keith. He couldn't be for certain, but 

sometimes it seemed like Keith wanted to be closer to him than he wanted to be to Greg. The thought made 
Carl blush. He felt special when he was around Keith; Keith treated him so well. Of course, Greg did, too. Carl 


knew how much Greg loved him. It was so conflicting to Carl. 


Greg wasn't much aware of this. However, he couldn't help but feel love for Keith, too. Keith had done so much 
for the family. Sometimes, Greg couldn't believe how loyal Keith had been. When he had first started out, he 
always waited for orders; he waited for Carl to tell him what he wanted, what he wanted to do that day. Now 
Keith often inquired, even suggested. He cared to entertain Carl now, it seemed. Perhaps it didn't feel so much 


like a job to him anymore, and instead more like something he really, truly wanted to do. It warmed Greg's 


heart. 


And Greg was quite correct. Keith had developed a love for Carl. Working as his bodyguard for the past two 
years had given him such a protective feeling towards him. He wanted to keep him safe and happy so 
desperately. Carl was so important to him. And Greg as well. Greg had done so much for him, provided so 
much. When Keith first met Greg, he had the sense that nothing could touch Greg; he had such and air of 
power, strength. However, over time, Keith couldn't keep from cultivating a defensive love for Greg as well. He 
wanted to protect him, make sure nothing at all harmed him. These two men were so immensely important to 
him. 


Carl stepped out of the shower and Greg handed him a towel. Carl yawned as he dried off. He was so tired. 


Greg was the kind of person who could stay up all night and work just fine the next day, but Carl was not. Carl 
usually took nine hours of sleep per night, and savoured each one of him. However, he would stay up for days- 


- well, he would try his best-- if Keith needed it. Or Greg, of course. Carl wanted to take care of them both. 


Carl headed to the bedroom and laid down on the bed, his skin bare and warm from the shower. Greg followed 
him and just observed him. He found it adorable that Carl hadn't developed much body hair yet. He was so 
young. His chest was smooth, his pubes were thin and fluffy and-- God-- ever so soft. He was beautiful lying 


in that great big bed, exposed, damp, and warm. Of course, he was always beautiful. 


Greg approached the bed and sat down on the end of it, in front of Carl. He rested his hand on Carl's thigh 
softly, tapping his fingers. Carl peeked open his eyes and saw heat in Greg's. He saw immediately what Greg 
wanted. Carl smirked slightly and closed his eyes again, and Greg took that as cue to continue what he desired. 


Greg moved in closer and laid down between Carl's legs, kissing up his thighs. He placed gentle kisses all along 
his hips and pelvis. He buried his nose in those soft, soft pubes and nuzzled that sensitive skin. With his face in 
that area, he was able to feel Carl's cock beginning to harden, and it rubbed against his cheek. It turned Greg 
on wildly, and he couldn't help but suddenly-- immediately-- take the head into his mouth, sucking on it with 


lust. 


Carl gasped-- rather loudly-- and promptly knotted his fingers in Greg's thick hair. Such a response only 
encouraged Greg more, and he began to lower his lips, dragging them up, and then back down with every inch. 
He adored Carl's cock, it was the perfect size-- about six and a half inches. It was longer, but slimmer than 


his own. It was gorgeous, he thought, and its weight on his tongue aroused him beyond belief. 
As Greg moved his mouth slowly, working on Carl gently-- teasing him, Carl moaned and squirmed. 


"Oh, Greg," he whimpered, holding the back of Greg's head lightly. He was tense from the night's stress, and 
this was the perfect relaxant. 


Greg took the words as prompting to increase his speed. He started to work on Carl with earnest, pulling his 
lips and pushing them down diligently. Each time he pulled up, he stopped to give the head sweet attention, 
flicking his tongue over and around it. He didn't give Carl oral as much as perhaps Carl did him, but he was 


talented at it nonetheless, and enjoyed it almost as much as he enjoyed receiving. 
Carl tried his hardest to keep himself from finishing too soon-- the sensations were just so incredibly 
pleasurable. However, he couldn't hold it much longer, it was too much. Fingers twisting in Greg's hair-- he 


tried to be gentle-- he came with a whimpering moan, lifting himself a bit off the bed, leaning his head back. 


Carl's semen spilled into Greg's mouth and dripped down his lips. Greg, of course, swallowed, and licked his wet, 


swollen lips. He crawled back up to his lover and laid back with him, holding him close. He kissed his lips softly. 


"Was it good?" he asked, drawing invisible patterns on Carl's chest with his fingertip. 


"Yes-- it was perfect," Carl replied sleepily, snuggling up to Greg, burying his face in his broad chest. He took 
in a deep breath of Greg's scent. It was so pleasant and soothing to him. 


Greg simpered gently and rubbed Carl's back. "Get some sleep, babe," he said delicately, kissing the top of his 
head. 


Carl nodded and held Greg tightly, falling asleep with no problem at all. 


Carl didn't wake up until close to noon. He stretched out in the bed, blinking sleep out of his eyes. He shivered- 
- he was still nude, and it appeared he had knocked the blanket off of himself in his slumber. He glanced around 
the room and took notice that Greg wasn't there. At work, he imagined. It was Friday-- his busy day. Carl 
wished he had been able to bid Greg a farewell-- that was important to him. He hated it, but he knew that 


such a dangerous job came with huge risk. 
Slowly, he got out of bed and stretched. He dressed himself in trousers and a warm sweater, and headed 
immediately across the hall. Just as he approached Keith's door, it opened, and there stood Keith. His hair was 


rather damp-- he had clearly just taken a shower. He smelled clean, and of his musky, masculine soap. He 


appeared to feel better, if not fully recovered. 
Without any sort of delay, Carl wrapped his arms around Keith's waist tightly, pulling him close. Though slightly 
taken aback, in response, Keith snaked his arms around Carl's neck, burying his face in Carl's shoulder. He was 


warm and comfortable. Carl gave the perfect hug. 


Ever so lightly, Carl rested his lips against Keith's temple. He loved Keith, he really did. He remembered how 
Keith had pulled him into his arms last night, and he felt even closer to him. He felt safe. 


Keith blushed, but held Carl tighter. The heat from Keith's flushed cheeks against Carl's neck sent a shiver 
down his body, and he kissed Keith's temple again, closer that time to his cheekbone. 


"Thank you for everything you did for me last night," Keith said softly. 
"l'Il always take care of you," Carl responded, rubbing his hand against Keith's back. 
The action left Keith feeling immensely serene. He wanted to stay in the embrace forever. 


Yes, Keith loved Carl. 


So Far to Fall (Part D 


Author's Notes: 
0 shit waddup 


--present-- 


Carl knocked lightly on Keith's door, but walked in without waiting for a reply-- yes, he was one of those 
people. One of these days he might end up walking in on something unpleasant (or not so unpleasant). 


On the bed in front of him was Keith, lying on his stomach with his pillow folded beneath his face. He was fast 


asleep. 

The rain outside would keep anyone asleep, Carl thought. And anyway, it was only Bam. 

Carl watched Keith for a moment. He took notice that Keith's boxers were inside out. That was.. Unusual. Other 
than that, Carl thought Keith looked rather good all sprawled out. His strong arms were clearly visible, his back 
smooth looking. Keith had such a natural being, it seemed to Carl. So languid. 


Shaking himself out of staring, Carl leaned forward and gave Keith's shoulder a gentle tap. 


Keith nearly jumped out of his skin. He was a fairly light sleeper, and, of course-- being a bodyguard by 
profession-- he was always on alert. Even in his sleep. He flipped onto his back and held himself at defence. 


"Oh," he said when he realised it was only Carl. "Sorry. Do you need something?" 
Carl couldn't help but giggle a little. "No, thank you. It's time for breakfast” 

"Oh-- right" Keith sat up and found his pyjama pants discarded on the other side of the bed. 
"Do you always wear your underwear inside out?" Carl quipped 

"Sometimes. Comfier that way’ 

"If you say so," Carl smiled as he led the way downstairs. 

As they reached the bottom of the stairs, however, Greg came out of his office. 


"Keith, can you come in here a minute?" he asked, leaning out of the doorway. 


Keith nodded wordlessly and headed in the open door. 

"We'll be right there, babe," Greg said, giving Carl a charming smile. 

That was good enough for Carl, who returned to the kitchen to finish setting up breakfast. He figured Greg 
wanted to talk to Keith about rent, or something of the sort. Did Keith pay rent? Carl wondered. He didn't think 
so, but who knew. That was between Greg and Keith. Greg handled the money; Carl was only given enough to 
shop with. After all, Greg was the breadwinner in the relationship. Greg would definitely give Carl more if he 


could afford it, Carl imagined. He sure wasn't complaining, though, no sir. He had all he needed. 


Greg shut the door to the office and sat back down at his desk. "I've got to pay you," he started, unlocking the 


safe. 


Finally, after such a long time of holding it in, Keith decided to express his feelings on the matter. "Sir-- | don't 
think the payment is necessary anymore.” He said it quickly. 


Greg turned to Keith and gave him a look that made the latter man feel powerless. "Keith--" 
"I just-- I'm fine to do it without the money, you know--" 


"Keith," Greg said with more emphasis, "I have got a busy fucking day, alright? | don't have time for kinks in 
the schedule." 


"Its not a kink in the schedule! | just want to change--" 


Greg stood up, "Well, you are not the boss. You get paid, like you always fucking have, and that's that." He 
grabbed Keith's hand and shoved the usual wad of bills into it. 


And just then, at such an opportune time, the door opened. 


They all stood there for a silent, awkward moment. Greg, paused in the action of giving Keith money; Keith with 
his pay in his hand; and Carl standing in the doorway, just previously ready to remind them of breakfast. 


Carl stared at them, and Keith and Greg back at Carl. It was a long while before anyone spoke, but when they 
did, they all spoke at once. 


"Carl--" Greg started, finally letting go of Keith's wrist. 
"What's going on?" Carl asked, sounding impatient, and certainly very confused. 
"We just--" Keith began. 


"Just what?!" 


| was just--" Greg tried again. 
"You were just giving him a huge amount of money? Why?" 


Greg sighed, and it became obvious to him that he wouldn't be able to hold up the facade any longer. "I was 
paying him." 


"Clearly! Paying him for what?" 

"Sit down, Carl," Greg said quietly. 

"| dont want to sit, | want to stand 

Greg sighed again, and sat down himself. "Keith works for me." 

"No shit, Greg! I've gathered that! What exactly is he hired for?! 

"He's hired as a bodyguard. For you" Greg was looking down at his lap, embarrassed. 


Carl looked stricken. He straightened up his posture, his jaw was clenched. The tears welling in his eyes were a 


painful sight to see for both Keith and Greg. 

"This whole time?" Carl's voice cracked. 

"Yes, since we've known him." 

"Everything's a lie, then? Did he learn to play piano just so he could lie about being a musician?" 


‘I'm really a musician," Keith said, not a single hint of defence in his tone, but it was instead saturated with 


guilt. 
"He was trying to sell his music in a club when | met him--" 
"And you just decided he would be a great bodyguard?" There was pain and poison in Carl's voice. 


"The owner of the bar took a swing at me, but Keith swung back. | offered him the job when | saw what he 


was good at." 
Carl huffed irrationally. As if it really didn't matter what Greg said-- he was still going to be mad. 


"What else is a fucking lie, Greg?!" 


"l-- nothing--" 


Carl scoffed again. He wasn't prepared to believe anything Greg had to say, whether it be yay or nay towards 
the question 


Finally, after an achingly long moment of Carl's fiery glaring (despite the tears in his eyes), he turned on his 


heel and stormed out of the room. 


Carll" Keith and Greg said simultaneously, following him. By the time they got out to the hall, Carl was already 
down the second flight of stairs. 


"Carl, come back! Please!" Greg called, his voice cracking just a bit, trying to hurry to him down the stairs. 
"Fuck off, | don't need you! Or a damn protector!" And with that, the door was slammed, and Carl was gore. 
Greg just stood there with his hand on the doorknob, trying decide what to do. It burned a hole inside of him 
knowing that he couldn't chase after Carl, because he had to work. If he didn't report to work, then things 
would get a lot worst than they already were. 

Greg wasn't sure what was going to happen. He had had fights with Carl before, of course, but nothing like 
this. Usually Carl would just angrily storm about, cleaning every inch of the house, or mass baking cookies. He 


had never just.. Left. 


After a moment, Greg turned and headed back up the stairs. He would try to just carry on the day like 


normal, and hope and pray Carl would come home. There wasn't much else he could do. 


Keith was standing at the top of the stairs, hugely at a lack of words. He didn't know how to feel, other than 
guilty, but he was ultimately surprised when Greg glared at him. 


"If you had just taken the damn money, and not whined about it, this wouldn't have fucking happened," Greg 


growled. 


Keith was torn between his natural inclination towards arguments, and the obedience he had taught himself 


while working for Greg. The former won out. 
"You're blaming this on me?!" Keith retorted. 


"Yeah, I'm blaming it on youl He wouldn't have fucking walked in on it if you had hurried up and taken the 


goddamn money!" 


"Well, this wouldn't have been a problem at all if you hadn't lied to him for three years! And dragged me into 
it" 


"Don't act like you're not gratefull Don't act like you cared about anything other than the money when you 
started! You would've been starving on the streets, or in that dirty motel, if | hadn't hired you!" 


"How about | just leave, then?! Looks like Carl's gone-- you don't have a need for me anymore." 


Greg was severely very stricken by that. He felt like Keith had shoved him off the last leg he stood on, and he 
was falling backwards. His world was crumbling around him. He didn't want Keith to go just about as much as 
he didn't want Carl to go. But now it seemed they both would. The flat that once felt too small was very 
suddenly beginning to feel far too big. 


"Keith--" Greg started, thinking of how to dissuade him, but decided against it. He drew a breath, "Fine. Go. Live 


off your terrible music, because God knows you're not good for much else." 


The words gripped onto Keith's chest like a burning hand. Fine, he thought. He liked pain, anyway. He turned 


away, and marched his small self upstairs. 


Greg could hear Keith's bedroom door slam. The sound grated his ears, made him want to shout. At who, he 
didn't know. It was all his own fault, when it came down to it, he thought. He had invited the lie into their lives. 
He had deceived Carl for three years, and forced Keith to do the same-- putting guilt on him. But, Greg 
reasoned with himself, he had done it for Carl's protection He did it because he cared for Carl; he cared for 
him to no end. And, in any case, had he not created and raised up the lie, then Keith wouldn't have been in 


their lives. And that counted for something. Really, it counted for so much. 

Fifteen minutes later, Greg was dressed in navy blue velvet trousers with a matching jacket; black button-up 
underneath. He stood in the hallway between the master bedroom and Keith's room, and he watched Keith's 
door. He could hear shuffling from inside. Keith was packing, Greg supposed. 


He wanted to say.. Something. Goodbye, maybe. He imagined Keith might not be there by the time he returned 
home. Keith was still fuming, though, Greg figured, and really, he was, too. He just couldn't face his failure. 


He sighed. If he didn't get to work soon, things would only get worse. 


Somehow, he found himself driving down the street. The rain pouring against the windshield matched his mood. 


He felt empty. He felt furious. 


Living Sin (Part 2) 


About an hour later, Keith headed downstairs, duffel bag slung over his shoulder. He collected the last of his 
sheet music from the living room, and then went to the kitchen to get his last beers from the fridge. 


He stopped in the doorway, however. 


Carl was standing in the kitchen, looking forlorn. On the table were a few large paper bags, which appeared to 
be filled to the brim with groceries. Carl looked up when he heard Keith enter. 


Immediately, Carl hurried over to Keith and threw his arms around him. He buried his face in Keith's shoulder, 


and started crying more than he obviously had been. 
"Please don't leave," Carl whimpered. 


"| won't if you don't," Keith replied, a little surprised, and wrapped his arms around Carl protectively. Taking a 
chance, he kissed Carl's temple. 


With that, Carl pulled himself from Keith's shoulder, and leaned down, kissing him rather passionately. As Keith 


drew him closer around the waist, Carl ran his fingers into Keith's tousled, silky hair. 


Keith let out a small breath as Carl leaned in and laid his lips on his neck. So that's what it was going to be. 
That suited Keith fine-- after all, they were both pissed at Greg. What did "cheating" matter? 


Without warning, Keith pushed Carl back against the counter. Carl gasped quietly, and kissed Keith's luscious 
mouth again, as the latter man lifted him up from under his thighs. Carl snaked his arms around Keith's neck, 
tugging him closer. 


Keith kissed Carl hotly, passionately-- almost roughly. Their mouths and tongues moved together, getting to 
know each other's taste and style. Keith thought Carl was sweet and warm; Carl thought Keith was hot and 


musty, almost like coffee. 


As Keith was grinding his pelvis against Carl's, he could feel Carl's growing erection Carl could feel the same 
against Keith's trousers, and couldn't stand the teasing. He tore himself from Keith's arms, and dropped to his 
knees. Seeing Carl down in front of him only aroused Keith more, and his shivered in anticipation. 


Carl kissed the bulge in Keith's trousers before he unzipped the tight, confining pants. He withdrew the hard-on 
from its uncomfortable prison and rested his lips on the head softly. He found Keith's cock to be gorgeous. It 
was a nice length-- somewhere between his own and Greg's-- and it was thick, too. Absolutely perfect. 


As Carl gave and long lick up the underside of the erection, Keith settled his hand in Carl's hair. It had been so 


long since he had last had a sexual encounter. Occasionally he would pick up men-- sometimes, though very 


seldom, women-~ in bars and clubs, but it had been a while. Anyway-- with Carl, it just felt so much better. 


Carl's lips looked gorgeous wrapped around Keith's cock, and they moved slowly-- rhythmically-- up and down. 
He brought them up, and teased the head with his tongue. Keith's hand tightened in Carl's hair, which led Carl 
to moan. The sound vibrated through Keith, and sent a shock down his body. It all felt so good. It was terribly 
hard to keep from releasing quickly, but he couldn't help it, and soon was spilling his come into Carl's mouth, 


and on his sweet, wet lips. 


Keith's glorious moans, and the way he tugged his hair was beyond arousing for Carl. When he stood up-- 
after swallowing Keith's lot, of course-- his erection was clearly visible through his tight pants. Uncomfortably 


tight. 


Though still swimming in the last waves of his orgasm, Keith wasted no time in unzipping Carl's trousers; at 
the same time, pushing him back against the counter. Carl let an anticipating breath escape him as his cock 


was pulled from his pants. 


Leaning in and kissing Carl's neck, Keith began to stroke Carl's hard and heavy cock. Keith's hot hand felt 
fantastic wrapped around his member, Carl thought, and he gripped onto any part of Keith his hands found 


Keith was rough and vigorous in the best way possible. It was far different from Greg, who so often wanted 
to be gentle. Each sensation that Keith gave made a note in Carl's symphony of moans. The lips kissing and 
caressing his sensitive neck, the calloused hand working wonders on his cock, the sheer heat that Keith gave 
off. Though he tried to hold out, it wasn't long at all before Carl tugged Keith close, burying his face in his 


shoulder. He let out a loud, whimpering groan as he came on and into Keith's hand. 


While Carl regained his composure, Keith reached over for the dish towel on the counter, and wiped off his 
hand. Once Carl had settled his breathing, he kissed Keith once again, hugging him close. Keith held him 
protectively, rubbing his back. 


"I love you, you know," Carl said in that sweet voice of his. 


"| love you, too." 


"Good" 


When Greg returned home a few hours later, he stood outside the front door to the flat. He stared at the 
locks, trying to prepare himself for the emptiness he was sure he would find. There would be no welcoming 
hug from Carl. Dinner would not be cooking. Keith would not be on the sofa, watching television with a beer in 
his hand. There would be only him. He wondered, briefly, if Carl had retuned at any point to collect his things. 
Most of what he owned was clothing and books. If he hadn't, he would at some point, Greg imagined. 


Taking a final deep breath, Greg unlocked the door, and headed up the stairs. To his upmost relief, the first 
thing he was greeted with was an experimental melody from the piano. Oh thank the Lord. Keith was here, at 
least. The second thing to approach his senses was the kitchen light, shining out from the doorless doorway, 


onto the wooden floor of the hall. 


Wasting no time, Greg rushed into the kitchen. Carl was sitting at the table with a bowl of strawberries in 
front of him, can of whipped cream in hand. Greg was immediately reminded of a certain sexual act that he 


and Carl often enjoyed with strawberries and cream. 


Carl took one glance up at Greg, and then back to his strawberries. Greg noticed that Carl's cheeks were red, 


his eyes puffy. He couldn't imagine how much crying he had done today. It broke his heart. 


"Don't get any ideas," Carl said bluntly as he swirled what was certainly too much whipped cream onto a 


strawberry, and bit into it. 


"You came home," was all Greg could think to say, trying to keep himself from flinging his arms around his 


lover. 
"I only went shopping.” 


Greg finally noticed the expansive amount of food on the countertop that had definitely not been there that 
morning. How on earth would the three of them finish all of that food before it expired? Greg wondered. 


“That's a lot of food." 

"Yeah, well, you eat a lot," Carl spat. 

That stung. However, it was true. Taking a closer look, Greg saw that, amongst his ordinary buys, much of the 
new groceries were things Carl didn't usually purchase-- snack foods, sweet things, an extraordinary amount 
of prepackaged dinner items. He had been sadness shopping, Greg knew, and he imagined he would be sadness 


eating as well. He was prepared to see Carl gain at least a kilo, and then cry about it. 


Greg watched as Carl covered another strawberry with whipped cream. He had a hard time thinking of the act 


as something innocent. 

"Haven't you got anything better to do than to stare at me?" Carl asked, still refusing to really look at Greg. 
'l--" Greg started, but stopped. Why push buttons? 

Instead, he turned and left the kitchen, heading into the living room. Keith was at his piano, manuscript paper in 


his lap. He seemed to have abandoned writing, for the moment, however, and instead was playing a piece Greg 


had heard him play many times before. Bach. Keith's favourite. 


"Hello," Greg said tenderly. He was no longer exactly angry with Keith, but he imagined Keith might be with him. 
And he was quite correct. Keith merely grunted in response, and improvised a violent bridge to the song. 


Greg sighed. He wanted to fume at Carl and Keith for being so cold, but, after all, he had brought it on himself. 
He exited the living room and went into his office, shutting the door, and sitting down heavily at the desk. He 
rested his head in his arms on the desktop, and just stared at the wall. He still had work to do-- paperwork to 
fill out, phone calls to make-- but he couldn't focus now. The only thing that dominated his mind was how he 
had royally fucked up his family. As if his damn career putting Carl in danger wasn't enough. 


How long were Carl and Keith going to stay angry at him? The thought made him ache. It was too much to 
think how long they could spend being pissed at him. He deserved it, though. To an extent. Greg still tried to 
reason with himself that he had done it because he cared for Carl. It was for Carl's protection! Oh what was 
the use to reason. It was his fault Carl needed protection in the first place. 


What seemed like only minutes later, Greg woke up from a stress driven nap. He hadn't meant to fall asleep, 
but he didn't have anything better to do while he neglected his work. He got up from his desk, and headed out 
of his office while he pushed messy hair out of his face. 


He went into the kitchen and found nobody there. Groceries were still stacked on the counter. It didn't look like 
any sort of dinner had been made, and if it had, clearly nobody made any attempt towards telling him about it. 
The clock on the stove read that it was soon approaching a quarter till nine. He had slept longer than he 


thought. 
When he left the kitchen, he poked his head into the living room. Nobody there. He briefly worried that perhaps 
Keith and Carl had left while he slept. The thought drove him to hurrying up the stairs. Light shone from the 


crack under Keith's door. Good. Greg then turned and went into his own bedroom. The bed was empty, but the 
bathroom light was on-- the door shut. He knocked lightly on the door, and opened it when he received no 


reply. 
Carl was in the bathtub, surrounded by bubbles. He looked up when Greg walked in, but looked away. 
"Rude to come in when the door is closed" he said stiffly. 

"You didn't answer me when | knocked" 


Carl huffed, but didn't seem to have anything to retort with. He ran his fingers through the bubbles, drawing 
them closer around him. He didn't feel like letting Greg see any part of him nude. 


Greg respected that, and turned to look at himself in the mirror. Right now, he felt ugly to himself. Everything 
he was seeing was just wrong. He sighed, and left the room, shutting the door as it had been. 


He spent the next two or three hours working on paperwork in his office. It was hard to focus, but he forced 


himself to, anyway. He eventually went to the kitchen, and fixed himself a sandwich, but his throat felt too 
tight to eat. He just stared at it. 


Finally, he merely abandoned the food, and returned upstairs to his bedroom. The door was shut, and when he 
opened it, he found Carl sprawled out in their enormous bed, asleep. He stood and watched in the darkness for 
a moment. He could just barely make out the sight of Carl's chest rising and falling with the rhythm of his 
breathing. He looked dainty in that overly large bed. 


Greg approached the bed, ready to undress and settle himself in for sleep. Then, however, he thought that 
perhaps Carl didn't want him in the bed. The mere thought made Greg feel sore. He would revere the wish, 
though, and he grabbed his pillow before he made his way back downstairs. 


Greg settled on the love seat, trying to get comfortable. It wasn't the lack of space that bothered him the 
most. No, what bothered him most was that Carl was not in his arms. Greg had a hard time sleeping without 
cuddling. It was going to be a long night. 


Greg awoke to the smell of coffee and sausage. He hoped he hadn't slept too late; he had to work Usually Carl 
wouldve woken him up, if he hadn't been awake already. He supposed that hadn't occurred to Carl, and that it 
hadn't occurred to Carl that if he was late for work, there would be more trouble than they needed. 


Greg got up from the love seat and headed into the kitchen. Keith and Carl had their backs to the doorway, so 


they didn't see Greg immediately. However, what Greg saw made him frown. 

Keith was seated at the table, food in front of him. Carl was standing behind Keith, rubbing his shoulders. 

"How is it?" Carl asked. 

‘Its wonderful-- you know that," Keith quipped, smiling up and Carl. 

They grinned at each other, and it made Greg feel sickly. Carl had easily forgiven Keith, then, he supposed. 
Maybe Carl forgave him, as well. He took a few steps back and made a bit noise as he returned. He didn't want 


them to know what he saw. 


Once he had entered the kitchen again, Carl was across the room, fixing his own plate. Keith and Carl both held 
steely faces, and neither of them greeted Greg. Apparently, neither of them had forgiven him. 


"Good morning," Greg said as Carl sat down with his food and coffee. 
The pair said nothing. Greg noticed that Carl hadn't set a plate for him. That was unusual, but Greg had 


expected it. He made his own plate, fixed his coffee, and sat down in his usual spot. Nobody spoke throughout 
the meal. Greg imagined that Carl and Keith might be talking if he weren't there, however. It brought his 


already low mood down. 


Carl and Keith ended up finishing their food simultaneously. Carl cleared both plates, and they left the kitchen 


without a word. 


That was it. That's what life had become, Greg thought. Keith and Carl-- teamed up against him. What good 
was he to the family anymore besides that he was the one who made the money? He was also the one who 


put them in danger. He was the one who ripped their bonds into pieces. He had done everything wrong. 


The morning continued the same way. Greg was ignored, and he went to work feeling depressed. He wondered 
more than ever what Keith and Carl would be doing at home. Before the mess had occurred, he knew basically 
what they might do. Carl always made a point of firstly cleaning the house, top to bottom. Of course, he did it 
everyday, so it never really was much work. Keith would work on the piano, and do whatever Carl wanted him 
to do. But since yesterday.. Who knew what they were doing? Greg sure didn't, and it grated him. Especially 


after he saw them so close in the kitchen 


Greg's fears were absolutely accurate, unfortunately for him. Not even twenty minutes after Greg left, Keith 
had Carl bent over the kitchen table, and he was fucking him wildly from behind. 


"Keith! Keith-- yes, yes-- ah! Harder--" Carl's loud moans came out in jerky sounds, and they mixed perfectly 
with the creaking sound of the table, which must've moved at least a few inches forward since their sex had 


started. 


Keith heeded that wish, and fucked him harder. As he felt his orgasm soon approaching, he moved one hand 
from Carl's hips, and knotted it in his long, silky brown hair. 


"Oh, fuck, fuck-- ah! Keith!" Carl called ever so loudly as he came, gripping onto the table; his semen spilling 
onto the kitchen floor. 


The sound of Carl calling his name brought Keith completely over the edge, and he pulled out to come on Carl's 


smooth ass. 


With both of them finished, Keith leaned into Carl, almost fitting together like puzzle pieces. They breathed 
heavily, erratically. Finally, they drew their sweaty bodies apart. 


Keith zipped up his trousers before he found a cloth, which he used to wipe the sticky, quickly drying semen 
from Carl's butt. He gave the perfect, round bottom a satisfying slap when he finished. 


Carl giggled a little and pulled up his pants, fastening them. He then took the cloth from Keith, and cleaned his 


own come from the floor. 


Keith sat down heavily in one of the chairs, leaning back, and folding his arms behind his head. 


"Do you feel guilty about this?" he asked, watching Carl. 
"Guilty about us fucking? No. Greg lied to me for three years, | can lie to him." 
| don't think it works that way." 


"It does if | want it tol" Carl said as he tossed the now soiled cloth on the table. Tears began to well up in his 
eyes. 


Dammit-- that had been a good two hours or so without him crying. Keith felt bad for touching a sensitive 
subject. He got up and took Carl in his arms, hugging him close. 


"Shh, it's okay," he cooed, stroking down his hair. 


Im so pissed at him.. I'm not going to apologise for having sex with you-- it's the only thing keeping me calm 


now. 
"Oh, well, if that's the case, why don't you take a lick of old rumpy pumpy, then?" Keith mused. 
Carl smirked at Keith and dropped to his knees, starting to unzip Keith's pants. 


Keith laughed and petted Carl's hair, "No, no, stop-- I'm kidding, | can't get hard again so soon" He took Carl's 
hands and pulled him back up. 


"Too bad, | was looking forward to that," Carl said, hugging him again, and giggling. 


"Oh, don't worry, you're welcome to it later. Besides, don't you want me to clean it? It was just in your ass," 


Keith riposted, grinning. 
"That's a fair point," Carl said as he kissed Keith's stubbly cheek 
Keith reached down and gave Carl's ass a good squeeze, "C'mon, let's go out somewhere." 


"Where?" 


"Anywhere." 


Nobody Loves You Like | Do (Part 3) 


Author's Notes: 
Part three of the split chapter 


After a long, annoying day at work, Greg would have liked nothing more than to come home to a hot dinner, 
and his hot lover, but he went ahead an assumed that wouldn't happen. So, he bought fast food, and ate while 
he drove. Less appealing than he'd like after acquiring a few new bruises from work, but those were just the 
circumstances nowadays, it seemed. Back on the love seat for him tonight. He wondered if Carl would let him in 
the bathroom long enough for a shower. He sure needed one. It had been about three days since he had one. 
He smelled like sweat, and if pure stress had a scent, he smelled like that, too. 


When he got home, the first thing he could hear was giggling. Oh no. No, no, no, he thought. He hurried himself 


up the stairs and went directly to the living room, where the sound was coming from. 


It was far less worse than he expected, and he relaxed. Which was apparently what Keith and Carl were doing, 


too. 

The two were sitting on the love seat. There was a bottle of rum on the coffee table, and shot glasses in both 
of their hands. They knocked them back simultaneously, just as Greg walked in. They both looked up when they 
heard Greg clear his throat. 

"Hello," he said. "How are you two?" He tried to smile. 


"Fine," was all Carl said. Keith said nothing. 


"Um.. May | have a shot?" Greg asked, looking to Keith. He mostly wanted just to get in on what they were 
doing, but it would be nice, anyway. 


Its Carl's," Keith said curtly. 
That surprised Greg. He couldn't recall ever seeing Carl buy alcohol. He looked to Carl. 


Carl reached over for the bottle, but didn't pour a shot. Instead, he pushed the cork back into it to make a 


statement. 


Greg heard the statement, loud and clear. He sighed inwardly, and left the room. He holed himself up in his 


office, since it seemed it was the only place he was allowed. 


Things were really getting to Greg. He was completely alone in everything. Work was getting tougher. His head 


was throbbing from stress, his back was aching from the love seat, his body hurt from the bruises. Greg 
always thought physical pain was less painful than psychological pain-- he stood by it-- however, physical pain 
did hurt a little less when you had Carl taking care of you. 


Greg fell asleep at his desk again, on top of his paperwork. He couldn't think. All he could focus on was how 
alone he felt, how abandoned, and how fucking guilty. 


In the living room, Carl was feeling audacious enough to take risks. He had pulled himself onto Keith's lap, and 
they were currently trying to see who could leave bruises on the other's lips. Or, at least, that's how it would 


seem with how vigorously they were kissing. 


Keith's hands were firmly placed on Carl's hips. Carl's fingers were weaved into Keith's hair. They were 
frantically grinding against each other, and they both were beginning to nurse uncomfortable hard-ons. 


"Keith, fuck me-- please," Carl whimpered in Keith's ear. 


Keith tugged him closer than he already was. "You want me to bend you over and fuck you? Hmm?" he 


whispered back, running his hands under Carl's shirt. 
Just then, however, they both could hear the office door across the hall opening. 


Carl quickly crawled off of Keith's lap, and sat like normal. He pulled a pillow onto his lap to hide the erection; 
Keith shifted a bit to make his less visible. 


Greg walked in on two men sitting, watching television For a moment, it actually felt like a normal evening. The 
thought ended, however, when neither of the two said a word to him. He sighed again. 


"lm going to take a shower," he announced. He received no response. Well, he expected as much. 
After Greg left, Keith leaned over and kissed Carl's cheek. 
"lm going to bed," he said. Carl had the feeling that it was just Keith's excuse to go jerk off. 


Greg wasn't sure how long he spent in the shower. The hot water relaxed all of his sore muscles, reduced the 
ache in his head, and left him feeling warm, cozy, and very, very marginally less stressed. As he stepped out 

of the shower, and into the steamy, but still cool air, however, it all rushed back to him. He thought he could 

feel every muscle in his body tense again. The stress came back. What-- were showers drugs now? Producing 
ten minute highs, and immediate comedowns? He sighed, but tried his hardest to dry off without completely 


breaking down. 


When he opened the door with nothing but a towel around his waist, he was surprised to see Carl sitting on 
the edge of the bed. Immediately-- and to Greg's great surprise-- Carl got up and kissed him. 


Greg was utterly taken aback, and it took him a moment before he actually kissed back. When he did, however, 
he cupped Carl's cheeks and kissed him with love and passion. 


After a few moments of the uninterrupted embrace, Carl took Greg's hand, and led him over to the bed. 
"What are you doing?" Greg asked, though he certainly wasn't complaining as he got onto the bed with Carl. 
"Shh, just come here," Carl said softly, and he kissed Greg again. 


Greg laid back, and reciprocated the embrace. His arms wrapped themselves around Carl's fit torso. The 


warmth he had had in the shower was returning, and he couldn't have felt more contented. 

Carl had to be honest with himself-- the mere, petty reason he had enticed Greg was because Keith had 
already aroused him. He was horny. That was it-- he wanted sex. But.. Being in Greg's arms, in his aura-- well 
Now he wanted Greg. Just Greg. 

"You're covered in bruises," Carl mentioned quietly. 

"Rough day at work," Greg admitted. 

Carl leaned down and kissed the bruises along Greg's arms and on his collarbone. He laid his soft lips all over 
Greg's skin. He moved only with gentle caresses. He wanted to take care of Greg, especially after neglecting 
him. 

"| missed you," Greg whispered, running his fingers through Carl's hair. 

"| missed you, too," Carl whispered back as he leaned down and kissed his lips again. 

Greg sat up and took Carl into his arms, kissing him back. Slowly, but surely, he unzipped Carl's trousers, and 
tugged them down with his underwear languidly. In response, Carl peeled off his shirt to show his smooth, 
gorgeous chest. 

Greg laid his lips against the soft skin of Carl's chest. He gave every inch his love, and only stopped when he 
could feel Carl's hard-on growing against his thigh. Greg glanced his dark green eyes up at Carl, as if to ask 
permission. Carl gave a pleading look back. 

"Touch me-- please," he breathed, trying hard not to jut out his pelvis. 

Greg certainly didn't need to be told twice, and he showed it as he wrapped strong hand around Carl's cock. 
Giving the member a good few strokes, he watched Carl's expression melt into one of bliss. The look aroused 


Greg more than he could put into words. 


Fumbling a bit, Carl managed to pull the towel-- the last thing keeping Greg from full nudity-- away, tossing it 


on the floor. Greg gasped softly as Carl kissed his lips and grasped his stiffening cock simultaneously. They 
began to move their hands in rhythm together, in tune with each other as they always had been 


They knew everything about each other in bed; they knew what the other liked, they knew exactly how each 
would respond to a certain sensation. To an extent, their sex had lost the mystique of being new, but it didn't 
keep it from being more than pleasurable. Quite the contrary, in fact-- knowing each other so well made it 
even easier to enjoy. It made it more exciting for them, each knowing they were acutely aware of precisely 


which buttons to press to drive the other wild. 


Soon, Carl was positioned in Greg's lap, gyrating his hips to the rhythm of Greg's hand. His own hand matched 


the speed, however it did stutter once in a while, when pleasure made it difficult to concentrate. 
Carl leaned down and crashed his lips into Greg's, moaning against them. 
"God, | love you so much," he whimpered, gripping onto Greg's shoulder with his free hand. 


"| love you-- ahhl-- too," Greg tried to keep his words as coherent as he could with the current sensations 


throbbing through his body. "lm so sorry for everything," he added, his lips still pressed against Carl's. 


"I forgive you-- ah! Oh, Greg, fuck--" Carl breathed in gasping breaths, and involuntarily tugged on a handful 


of Greg's hair as he came onto Greg's soft stomach. 


"Fuck-- Carl, fuck--" Greg groaned, burying his face in Carl's shoulder, his come emptying into the palm of 
Carl's hand. 


Completely spent, they collapsed back into each other's arms. They laid there, taking in each other's distinct, 
musty scents. Enjoying a moment of just resting in each other's heat. 


After a few minutes, Greg started to get up. 


"No-- I'll get it. Lay down," Carl cooed, getting up and fetching a wet cloth from the bathroom. He cleaned 


himself and Greg. He was determined to take care of his lover. 

Once back in the bed, Carl snuggled up to Greg underneath of the silky blanket. He rested his head on Greg's 
chest, who wrapped his arms around Carl in response. Everything was warm, comfortable, relaxed. Everything 
was okay. They would be okay. 


"| love you, Carl," Greg whispered to a dozing Carl. 


"I love you, too, Gregory. 


Keith woke up with a sense of excitement. His new tryst with Carl had put an electrified bounce in his step. It 
was all he could think of. If he thought he had wanted Carl before, it was nothing compared to the insatiable 
thirst he endured while actually having him. 


Pulling on a sweater to accompany his pyjama pants, Keith headed downstairs. His mind was dominated by 


sexual ideas, curiosities. Wondering exactly how Carl would react to this or that. 
He discovered something rather unexpected as he entered the kitchen, however. 


Greg was leaning back against the counter, and Carl had his arms wrapped closely around Greg's neck. They 
were kissing hotly, romantically. Both of them had their eyes shut in a relaxed and obviously quite contented 
way. As Greg's broad hands slid up Carl's back, Carl let out something of a throated, and warmly pleasured 


sound, tugging him nearer. 


Keith just watched for a moment, shellshocked. He wasn't sure exactly what he had been expecting of Carl and 
Greg's relationship-- maybe not exactly ended, but he figured it would be a while until they recovered. But.. 
Apparently not. If thats what made Carl happy, then great, Keith thought, but he still couldn't help but be a 


little jealous. Now more than he ever previously had. 


When Keith cleared his throat a little, the other two looked up. They both had flush cheeks and dilated pupils. It 
wasn't the first time he had walked in on something of the sort, but now it grated him. 


"Oh! Good morning, Keith-- sorry about that, hehe," Carl said in his cheery voice, which had thankfully 
returned. He pulled away and bounced over to the other side of the kitchen where he had abandoned breakfast 


in its preparatory stages. 


"Hello, Keith," Greg said, sitting down. The whole situation looked like it had gone straight back to how things had 


been before. 

"Hi," Keith replied, trying not to huff. 

"Sleep well?" Carl piped, flipping a pancake. 

"Fine, | guess," Keith said as he sat down. 

"Oh, great!" 

The meal, while feeling exactly how it had felt before the fight, felt entirely different. They were all changed 
persons, whether they were open to seeing it, or not. It was a new beginning to their household, but not one of 


the three knew exactly where to start. Greg and Carl were too love-dazed to think of such things, and Keith 
too grumpy. However, it would smooth itself out-- it always did, and inside, they all knew it. 


ve Seen All Good People 
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They were all woken by a scream. 


It wasn't the first time. It probably wouldn't be the last time. In fact, it probably wouldn't be the last time 


within a few hours. Nevertheless, it was heartbreaking. 

Chris and Bill were the immediate, and usual responders. They both headed into Steve's room wordlessly. 
Steve was sitting up in his bed, looking frantic. He had no shirt on, and, in the moonlight that the partially 
drawn curtains let in, sweat glimmered on his bare chest. It was plain to see how soaked his sheets were, as 
well. 

Chris sat on the edge of the bed and cupped the sides of Steve's face, looking him in the eye. 

"He isn't here, Steve, take a deep breath," he demonstrated deep, relaxing breathing until Steve did the same. 


Steve managed to take in and out about half of a breath, until he choked on a gasp. 


"He's here-- he's here, l-- Chris!" Steve was in delirious tears as he tugged on Chris wrists, trying to remove 


the hands from the sides of his head. 
"He's far away, Steve, you're here-- you're safe," Chris said strongly, his assuring hold on Steve firm as ever. 


Bill wanted more than anything to take Steve into his arms, hold him, coddle him, take care of him. But he 
couldn't. Not with Chris there. So, instead, he stood and watched with his fists clenched. 


"No, no, no-- no! Chris, help me--" Steve moaned, still struggling. 


"Shh, Steve, I'm here-- you're okay," Chris laid a the back of his hand on Steve's clammy forehead. He turned 


to Bill, "Can you get some water? He's overheating, | think he has a fever." 


That one was new. It explained why it had been such a rough night. They were toughing through the third time 


in a few hour span. 


As Bill turned to do what he was told, Jon walked in-- water glass in hand. 


"Here--" he said, holding it out to Chris. 
Chris nodded in thank you, and held the glass to Steve's lips, "C'mon now, you've got to cool down" 


Steve managed to take in a small amount of the chilly water, but a bit spilled and dripped down his chest. He 


seemed completely oblivious to it until it ran down in droplets over his long, pale scar. 

Steve shrieked again, struggling harder than ever. Finally, breaking out of Chris‘ grip, he stumbled out of the 
bed. Before he could get far-- or drop to the ground-- however, Bill caught him in his strong arms, and held 
him tightly to keep him still 


It had never been this bad. It had to have been the fever, Chris figured. Chris set down the glass and quickly 
stood up, helping to hold Steve still 


"IFs okay, Steve, he's not here-- he won't touch you again. It's okay, everything is okay," Jon cooed, trying his 
hand at calming Steve down. 


Steve just whimpered and struggled. As Bill held him tighter though, and rested his head on the back of Steve's 


shoulder, the latter man begin to settle down. 
"''m-- we're here, Steve," Bill said softly. 


Slowly, Steve stopped squirming, and held himself limply. His breathing calmed, and his tears stopped running. He 


now felt purely exhausted, and threatened to merely fall out of Bill's arms if he wasn't laid down soon 


Bill helped him do just that, and eased him onto the bed. Steve curled up in the fetal position, and was almost 


immediately asleep. 


Chris sighed. "Better go sleep while he's asleep," he said, giving Steve another glance before ushering them all 


out of the room. 

‘lm really worried, Chris," Jon said in the darkness of the hallway. 

"I am, too, Jon. Well. Its only been a few days-- hopefully itll settle down soon" 
"| hope so." 

"Get some sleep; we've all had a rough night" 

The three parted ways, heading for the separate bedrooms. 


Chris laid back down in his bed, amongst the thick blue and turquoise blanket. He stared up at the ceiling. He 


wouldn't sleep like that-- he was a side-sleeper-- but he knew he wouldn't be able to sleep, anyway. He had 


been sleeping even less than before, ever since Steve came back from his job. 


Chris was overcome with guilt. He was burning inside, knowing that he had been the one who sent Steve into 
the field-- into the fire. Steve had already done it once! Steve had already done one job on.. Him. And Chris 
sent him in again? Last time, Steve returned with a huge physical reminder.. This time, he returned with a 


mental tattoo of the trauma. 


Both times were Chris’ fault. Perhaps if he were a lowly person, he would blame it on Peter Gabriel. But he 
wasn't. This was on him. Why did he let Steve into the field at such risk? Was it for his own personal gain? If 


so, what was the gain? No amount of money outweighed the guilt on his shoulders. 


Why hadn't he just saved Steve for smaller jobs? Local things. Rent-runs with Bill. Minor surveillance jobs. Was 
it not enough to send him into the most dangerous, and their most feared territory once? Was the trauma 


and pain Steve suffered worth the information gathered? 


Chris shut his eyes, as if begging God to let the shield of his eyelids block out his guilt and pain-- just for a 


few moments. Please. 


God had mercy on Chris that night, and allowed him sleep. God saw Chris’ intentions-- saw that they were 
good. 


Some people didn't see the good. Bill was one of those people. In his room, Bill was pacing on the carpet. He was 
fuming. Steve's pain, Steve's damage, Steve's suffering-- it was on Chris. Every single bit of it was on Chris’ 
shoulders, and! What did Chris care? Bill would bet his jazz collection and all the money in his wallet that Chris 


was ready to send Steve back to that monster just as soon as Steve could get himself together again 


Bill clenched his fists tightly, just absolutely dying to swing one in Chris‘ direction. What fucking dirty work did 
Chris do? None! None at all, Bill fumed. Chris sat around and did paperwork and stared at his fish while the 
rest of them worked, Bill stormed in his head. Even Jon-- Jon wasn't an employee, he was just Rick's little 
lover, but he worked! He helped with ideas, he took care of their wounds-- sometimes he even assisted Steve 
with surveillance! But Chris? Just sat in his office. Phone calls and paperwork. But he was the one in charge? 
Sure, Chris could drop a man with his bare hands-- or at least, he liked to believe he could-- but did he? No. 
Did he put himself in any danger? No. 


Bill sat heavily on his bed. His shoulders shook just slightly as he tried to hold back a few tears. Steve didn't 
deserve the pain he was given. Steve was like a puppy, and Chris was a boisterous teenager kicking the puppy- 


- for no good reason-- and laughing. 


Bill could've sat there all night, stewing and steaming. But-- Chris was right about one thing-- it was best to 
sleep while Steve slept. Who knew if that would be a few minutes or a few hours, but they all needed it. He 
toppled over onto his side, curling up. He wished more than anything that Steve was in his arms, but he slept 


alone that night. 


Bill woke up with a start-- from one of those dreams where you are suddenly falling into darkness. He rubbed 
his eyes, and looked at his alarm clock. T:lbam. Unless he had slept through it, it appeared Steve made it 
through a good few hours. 


When Bill poked his head into Steve's room a few minutes later, however, Steve wasn't there. Bill felt his heart 


palpitate, and he immediately ran downstairs. 
"Stephen?" Bill called, voice still hushed as not to wake the other members of the household. 
"I'm here," Steve's voice said quietly from the kitchen 


Bill hurried into the kitchen and sighed in relief. Steve was at the stove, flipping pancakes. Beside him was a 
platter with what must've been at least thirty-five pancakes already made. 


"Are you okay?" Bill asked tenderly, slipping his arms around Steve from behind 
Steve didn't exactly reply, just sort of shrugged a little. Bill noticed that his body felt tense 
"Maybe we've got enough pancakes now?" Bill suggested. 

"Can't waste the batter," was all Steve said, gesturing at the bowl next to him. 

The mixing bowl of batter was full nearly the brim. That looked like another forty pancakes 


"I think it'll be okay if we waste a little bit of batter," Bill continued as he tried to pry gently the spatula from 
Steve's hand. 


"lts just a few pancakes," Steve tried to argue. 


"Steve, not even Rick and Greg Lake together could eat this many pancakes," Bill said as his shut off the 
stovetop. 


Steve whimpered, but set the spatula down. "I was just trying to keep busy," he whispered. 


"I know, but I'm here now, and you can keep busy with me." Bill pulled Steve into his arms and kissed his 


shoulder. 


Steve hugged Bill tightly back, holding onto him as if he himself might fall down if he didn't. He felt sick. He felt 


stressed. He gripped onto Bill's arms for a sense of security-- something he badly needed. 


After a few comfortably silent moments, Bill spoke up. 

"You don't have to go back into the field again, if you don't want to," he said quietly. 
"Did Chris say that?" Steve pulled away a little to look up at Bill. 

"No, | said it" 

"Chris is the boss." 

"So? If you don't want to go back in the field, then don't! Fuck what Chris wants." 
"Bill, | need the job." 

"Il take care of you-- we can live off my pay." 

"You don't make enough for two." Steve bowed his head, sighing. 

"Hey-- hey," Bill cooed, cupping Steve's cheeks and lifting his face again, "I'll make things work out." 
"No-- | can still work. I'm okay." 


Bill stroked Steve's cheekbones with his thumbs, and decided it wasn't the best time for such a sensitive 
subject. Instead, he kissed Steve's lips softly, and just held himself there. 


Steve returned the embrace, but there was no question that his mind was some place else. 

Upstairs, only one other person was awake, and that was Jon. 

Jon was squirming a little in bed next to Rick, who was sleeping heavily on his back. Jon had woken up with a 
morning erection, and desperately needed relief of it. However, he didn't want to make a mess in the bed, and 
he didn’t feel like getting up and going to the bathroom. Quite luckily, he had a much more suited plan 
Scooting over a bit to his left, Jon crawled up on top of Rick, straddling his torso. The latter man did not wake 
up. Such a heavy sleeper. Jon smirked and pulled his erection from his pyjama pants, stroking it for just a 
moment. 

"Riiiick," Jon whispered. 


No response. 


Jon moved forward just a bit, and gave Rick a slap on the cheek with his cock. "Oh, Riiiick," he said again. 


Rick blinked open his eyes to find a precumming erection not an inch away from his face. 
"Jon, what the fuck?" Rick asked, sounding surprisingly calm. 

"m hard-- suck me off," Jon said, giving Rick's cheek another tap. 

"You couldn't have just jerked off?" Rick mused, but took the head into his mouth. 


"Why jerk off when | can have your hot mouth and fat lips around my cock?" Jon quipped as he ran his 
fingers into Rick's hair. 


That was fair logic, Rick thought, and he began to move those fat lips of his down the length. 

If there was one man in the world who was completely proud of his cock, it was Jon Roy Anderson. It wasn't 
overly large-- in fact, it wasn't really large at all. It was on the shorter side of average-- about five and half 
inches-- but it had a nice girth to it. It represented the rest of his body perfectly. Jon loved it-- it was his 
favourite of his features-- and he'd gladly put it in anyone's willing face. In fact, he was known for walking 


through the house nude; he had an overspill of self confidence and body image. 


Rick, who struggled with body image himself, was glad to see his lover so proud, and that was why he never 
refused anything to him. 


And Jon knew that. 

As Rick's pace began to quicken, Jon tightened his fingers in his hair, tugging a little harder. 

"Fuck--" he whispered under his breath, guiding Rick's rhythm just a bit. 

The swear enticed Rick, and he became more vigorous, grabbing onto Jon's thighs tightly. Jon came quickly, 
though Rick wouldn't have minded if he lasted longer-- the weight of the tiny man on his chest was like 
nothing. 

Once Jon finished, he laid back beside Rick heavily. He leaned over and kissed his cheek. "Thank you." 


"What else am | here for?" Rick joked, wiping the last of the semen from his lips. 


"Plenty-- like keeping me warm, and letting me spend your money, and reaching boxes of cereal for me from 
where Chris puts them on the top shelf" 


"My talents," Rick laughed, pulling Jon into his arms. 


It wasn't too much longer before the rest of the household headed downstairs. Chris had slept merely an hour 
or so, but he didn't show it. Already he was dressed, looking sharp. Rick and Jon came down in bathrobes. 


Bill was seated at the table-- platter of innumerable pancakes in front of him. In the kitchen, Steve was fixing 
everyone's coffee. It was quite obvious how hard he was trying to keep busy, to keep his mind occupied. 


"Hello, Stevel" Jon said brightly. 

"Hello," Steve replied softly, not looking up. 

"How are you feeling?" Chris asked gingerly as they all sat down 

"Just fine." Steve set everyone's coffee down, one by one, before he seated himself 

They all waited for a moment, in awkward silence. It was Bill who cut through the quiet by taking three 
pancakes onto his plate. They all watched as Bill poured more than enough apple-flavoured syrup on his 


breakfast, saturating the cakes. 


"We have enough pancakes here, do you think?" Rick joked, but Jon kicked him under the table. "I-- | mean to 


say, fantastic! | love pancakes, you know." 
Steve just stared at his plate. All these pancakes, and he couldn't bring himself to touch even one. 


"Are you going to eat, Steve?" Jon asked. As he received no reply, he took it upon himself to stack two cakes 
onto Steve's plate. "C'mon now," he continued, "you've got to eat sometime." 


Breakfast was slow. It seemed their worlds had all come to a lethargic speed within the past few days. Nobody 
was chipper. Nobody was energetic. Besides their lack of sleep, the unhappy air in the home seemed to be 

tugging the energy out of them. Though nobody said it, they all knew it hadn't been this bad last time. Nobody 
had the audacity to ask Steve what happened. And nobody had had the audacity to demand he develop the film 


in his camera, despite Peter Gabriel's eager calls. 


"Steve, do you want to come out to the garden with me?" Jon asked after breakfast, resting his small hand on 


Steve's arm, "It might be nice to have some fresh air." 
"| need to speak to Steve now," Chris said curtly, not letting his more emotional side show. 


Bill burned and smouldered in rage. There he goes-- not even four days, and he's going to send Steve back into 


the field, Bill thought. Classic Chris. 


Steve didn't say anything, but instead merely followed Chris into the office. No questions asked. Why beat 


around the bush? The wound was wide open-- it wasn't closing anytime soon. 


Chris shut the door behind them, and sat down at his desk. Steve stood. 


"How are you feeling, Steve? Really,” Chris asked gently. 

"Um... l'm doing well," Steve said uneasily, averting his lying eyes to the fish tank. 
"Steve, that's not true." 

"Ill be okay." 

"| hope so.. Do you want to talk about what happened?" 

"L. | can" 

"Go ahead, tell me. You can stop when you want to." 


Steve withdrew a shaky breath, and started his story. 


Steve approached the block on which his targets home was stationed Both he and the house were unassuming. 


Nothing out of the ordinary-- at least, nothing to the untrained eye. 


Adjacent to the rather grandiose home was a public park Steve set himself up there, sitting down on a damp 
wooden bench. From here, he could view the front gate of the house. The home was surrounded with a tall 
fence covered in ivy. It was impossible to see the door of the house-- or most of the house at all, for that 
matter-- if you were not standing directly at the gate. However, previous inspection of the property had 
taught Steve that there was no other way out. 


What his luck! It was not long at all before Steve viewed a man leaving the gate. The man was short with 
fluffy hair and large glasses. Unsuspecting. In fact, he looked to be the sort of man you'd find in the corner of 
a bookshop, reading philosophy literature. He was not the sort of man you'd expect to run the most powerful 


crime operation in the city. 
Steve took a picture before he began to slowly follow the man. He wondered where he was going. 


He appeared to be heading towards a fancy hotel. No-- he entered the building next to it. Bold, brick, 
unsuspecting. It looked like an apartment building. Steve headed into the hotel-- was the perfect place to hide. 
He went up the elevator, and watched out the convenient window. He could see the man standing in the house. 
He saw another man-- one he knew. He rouge spy. A very nice man, actually. Steve imagined he might be 


working for the short, bespectacled man. 
He was proven so wrong. His trauma came from the sight he saw, a sight he got on camera. 


The fluffy haired man held up a Beretta Short, sleek, and charcoal grey. With a scream of protest, a shriek of 


begging-- "Mercy! Pleasel"-- the armed put a hole into the other man's head. Blood splattered on the wallpaper 
and the man fell backwards, crumpling between a plain leather sofa and a now-knocked over end table. He was 


dead. 

Steve nearly collapsed. He knew that man. He was a good man. And Steve couldn't believe he just watched him 
die. Alan White was his name. A sweeter man then he had ever previously known. He was gone. He was gone by 
the hand of a terrible, terrible man. He knew that man was bad, but he still couldn't believe it. He wanted to 
vomit. What if he was the next? 

He fled hotel. He hurried back to his home. He wanted to be nowhere else. He wanted the impossible-- he 
wanted to escape himself, escape his now crippling mental images. The scene replayed in his head like a 


traumatising horror film. 


He ignored Bill. He ignored Chris. He went in his bedroom. He locked himself in. He never wanted to see another 


person. He threw his camera (luckily it didn't break). He wanted to be gone. He wanted to be gone forever. 


Steve was crying. He was watching the fish as was if it was the only thing keeping him grounded. 


"Steve, I'm so sorry," Chris began, but paused. "| want to take your camera, and help you. Please, let me help 


you." Chris was close to crying, too. 
‘It's upstairs," was all Steve said-- quietly, of course. 


After a silent moment, Chris stood and carefully hugged Steve. He enveloped his arms around Steve's 


seemingly frail body. He didn't used to be that fragile-feeling. 


"We're going to help you get through this," Chris said softly, "I promise." 


Lucky Man 
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--Almost five years earlier-- 


The wood of the bar was an imitation of mahogany. Something cheap. Looked pretty on the outside, easy to 
break on the inside. Greg Lake only noticed this because he stared at it every single night. He was no wood 
expert, but he was an expert in excellent and poor quality. So often did things appear fancy and grandiose, but 
turned out to be cheap. So often had Greg failed to tell the difference before it was too late. 


Gregory rubbed the tip of his finger along the polished surface of the bar as he waited for the bartender. It 

was prime time-- almost nine o'clock. Greg had just spent his day and early evening working. Dirty work. Work 

he'd rather not do. Work, he thought, when he first was interested in employment, was decent quality. Work he 
realised now was of the worst kind. He had known it was bad, he had known it was illegal. What he had 


misunderstood was his boss. And now it was too late. 
"Sorry to keep you waiting! What may | get you?" piped the friendly, and now-familiar voice of the bartender. 


Greg looked up to see the man standing there. He was young-- curiously so. He looked almost too young to be 
working in a bar. But who was Greg to judge any illegality? 


The bartender had long, silky brown hair which fell down to his shoulders. His eyes, too, were a rich brown. He 
was skinny-- too skinny, Greg thought-- but not lanky. He was attractive-- in fact, the kind of attractive that 
would make anyone turn their head for an eager second glance. The kind of attractive that appears even when 
they aren't trying. 

"A beer-- dark," Greg replied, and watched as the bartender prepared it. 

The bartender wasn't dressed fancily, and that suited the atmosphere of the bar just fine. Clad in tight t-shirt 
and pinstriped bell bottoms, he fit right in. As he set down the pint glass in front of Greg, the latter man read 
the handwritten name-tag pinned to his shirt. "Carl," it read, accompanied by a smiley face and a heart. Greg 
refrained from giggling. 

"Here you arel" Carl said with a grin 


"Thanks," Greg replied, taking a sip. 


"Of course! Let me know if you need anything else," Carl assured, and began to walk away. 


"Carl--" Greg said suddenly, setting down the glass. 
The bartender turned back around and hurried over. "Yes?" he asked brightly. 
"So that is your name. 

"That's mel" Carl pointed to the name-tag 


"How long have you worked here, Carl?" Greg mused as he tapped his blunt fingernails along the side of the 


glass. 

"Only a few weeks! It's a nice job, though. Why do you ask?" 

"Just curious. So you like it here?" 

"Yes, | do. Its a nice atmosphere!" 

Greg smiled. "May | buy you a drink?" 

"Oh! Well, uh, | suppose one drink-- hehe--" 

Greg took a moment to observe Carl's fluster. "Do you drink much?" 

'I--" Carl blushed, "No, not really." 

"Palmer! There's someone at the end of the bar-- stop socialising!" called the low voice of an angry boss. 


Greg looked up to see a tall man standing in their presence. His hair, too, was on the longer side, and dark 


brown He had a face that was long like a horse's, with a large nose, and thick lips. He looked fierce. 


"Oh! Yes, sir-- l'm sorry, l'll do that right now, sir!" Quickly, Carl scurried off like a frightened mouse, and the 
boss cut Greg with a sharp glare. 


Greg kept his mouth shut from then. 


As was his usual routine, he spent a few hours at the bar. He slowly moved through two or three drinks. 
Nobody bothered him. Not even so much as to ask him for a light. It made Greg a little sad, in fact. Was he 
unapproachable? Was he unattractive? Well-- in any case, he thought to himself, he didn't feel like talking to 
anyone, anyway. Carl had been that night's exception. 


As the evening approached midnight, the bar began to clear. In the dim lighting, Greg could make out peanut 
shells in long abandoned piles on some tables. The last of the night's patrons were sipping the very last of 


their drinks, finally eating the cherry or olive, wiping away the drink ring with their napkin. One by one they 
left. Soon, it was Greg, and only Greg, sitting in the shadows of his end of the bar like a tiger in the trees. 


Greg had been quiet enough to have been forgotten about. The only thing keeping him from paying his tab and 


taking his leave was laziness. However, something started him to action. 


Carl and his boss were in the back room, and for a while, everything had been quiet. All of a sudden, though, 


the peace was pierced 

"Drink iH Ugh-- you stupid motherfucker" The voice of the boss. 

"Please, Roger--" Carl's voice, just the slightest bit slurred 

"When have | ever allowed you to call me Roger?! 

"Mr. Waters-- please-- | can't stand the taste of vodka, it burns my throat" 
"Keep drinking! 

"Please-- lve had enough, please--" 


"Nol If you want to waste my time, the time of my customers-- socialising on the goddamn job-- then you 


can work with a fucking hangover tomorrow! Understand the fucking headache you give me" 

"| understand-- please, no more, | understand--" Carl's voice was pinched and crimped by tears. 

"No, you don't. Drink, motherfucker!" 

Greg frowned, What in hell was this? Without stopping to think about it much, Greg got up from his stool, and 
marched to the back of the bar. Hands now gripping the handgun pulled from his shoulder holster, Greg used 


his foot to kick open the door. 


Carl was sitting on a short crate, with his boss hovering over him. In the boss’ hand, and to the lips of Carl, 


was a bottle of cheap Russian vodka. It looked to have about a third taken out of it. 
"What the fuck?! Get the fuck out!" roared Mr. Waters, looking furious. 
"Put the fucking bottle down," Greg said calmly, pointing the gun in Mr. Waters’ direction 


Mr. Waters glowered, but wasn't prepared to fight the pistol. He lowered the bottle-- some of the clear liquid 
dripping down Carl's chin. 


Carl was cowering in his seat, whimpering. Tears were staining his red-tinted cheeks like raindrops on a rose 


petal. his shoulders were shaking in fear. 

For a moment, Mr. Waters just glared. He looked from Greg to Carl, then growled like the panther he seemed 
to be, "Fine. Take this snivelling whore, if you're concerned with him. Go on! You cunt--" Mr. Waters jerked Carl 
up by his shirt sleeve, "Go!" 

Carl tripped slightly as he was pulled up, and then pushed forward. 


"But if you fucking go," Mr. Waters continued to Carl , "You're fucking fired." 


Carl stared with wide, scared eyes at his boss before he shook his head, and stumbled forward, grabbing the 
first thing he could to steady himself, which happened to be Greg. The decision was made. 


Greg caught Carl against his body, and held him up. Without taking the gun off of Waters, Greg backed out of 
the room with an arm around Carl. The sound of a breaking bottle was the last they heard of dear Mr. 
Waters. 

A few minutes later, Greg was driving down the road, heading nowhere with Carl in the passenger's seat. He 
didn't know where to go. The atramentous night was darkened further by the pounding rain. The symphony of 


rain was accompanied only by the sound of the engine, and Carl's sniffles and whimpers. 


Finally, Carl broke into actual words, "l-- I'm so sorry, l-- you didn't have to do what you did--" he cried. His 


voice was loosely slurred, and a bit incoherent from alcohol. 


"I know | didn't have to. | wanted to. Now calm down-- itll be alright," Greg replied, not taking his eyes off the 


dim road. 
‘lm just-- I'm sorry--" 
"Take a deep breath, Carl." 


"l-- Im sorry for all the trouble-- you can just let me off anywhere--" Carl said, gesturing to a street 


corner. 
"Where do you live?" 

"I-- well-—" Carl trailed off, snivelling. 

"Do you have anywhere to stay?" 

"I-- not right now." Carl admitted quietly. 


"Where have you been living?" Greg asked tenderly. 


"At the bar, or on the streets.. Sometimes Mr. Waters allowed me to stay with him," Carl answered, crying 


softly once again. 
"Hey-- it's alright, you'll stay with me tonight, okay? We'll get you some food and sleep-- you'll be fine.” 
"You don't have to-- I'm okay, really, I--" 


"You're wasted, and it's pouring rain. You're going to have a hell of a hangover tomorrow, and | don't want you 


sopping wet and puking in a ditch." 
"Is it going to be really bad? |-- I've never, y'know--" 


"Been hungover? It's not going to be fun. You're not a regular drinker, and you weigh, what-- like, 50 kilos? 


That was a lot of vodka for someone like you." 

Carl whimpered, shaking. 

"We'll get through it-- you'll be okay," Greg assured as he parked the car. 

Uneasily in the dark, Carl pushed open the passenger side door, but immediately stumbled as he tried to exit. 
Quick as the lightening that split the sky, Greg was by his side, helping him out. With a strong arm around 
Carl, Greg led him into the apartment, and up the stairs. 

Carl squinted as Greg flicked on the hall light. "You have a nice place," he said when his eyes began to adjust. 
‘It's alright, | suppose. Bit too quiet," Greg chucked as he assisted Carl up yet another set of stairs. 

"You live alone, then?" 

"Yeah, only me. | don't know many people-- I've just moved into this apartment. New job, you see." 


"What do you do?" 


Greg merely smiled. With Carl now stationed in the faintly lit master bedroom, Greg dug through one of his 


wardrobe drawers. 
"Let's get you into some pyjamas, yeah?" he said, holding up a set of blue cotton pyjamas. 


Carl nodded, and began to divest himself of his shirt. Well, he tried. After a moment of attempt, he was 
caught halfway in and out of the shirt-- arms twisted in the fabric at odd angles like the limbs of an old tree. 


Trying not to chuckle, Greg stepped forward and helped him out of the garment. 


As soon as he was free, and his warm, hairless, and completely smooth torso was exposed, Carl tossed his 
arms around Greg's neck, and fell forward into his arms. Before Greg could speak any words of protest, Carl 
had his lips pressing against any skin even remotely near Greg's mouth. The latter man shivered, but held Carl 
at arm's distance. 

"Carl-- stop, you're drunk," he said gently. 

‘!m-- l'm really turned on right now, please--" Carl puled, still trying to land his lips against Greg's. 

"That's the alcohol," Greg confirmed, still holding him firmly. "You don't even know my name." 

"l--" Carl paused at the realisation. "Yeah-- yeah, | do, its-- its, uh--" 

"Greg," Greg smiled compassionately. 

"Greg-- Greg, fuck me," Carl moaned, trying his damnedest to grind against Greg. 

"Why don't you lay down?" Greg suggested, backing Carl over to the bed. 

Carl complied, pulling Greg with him by his shirt when he tumbled back onto the bed. Carl couldn't help but 
giggle a little. He gave his hand at unbuttoning Greg's shirt, and it left him fumbling as if he were opening a 


complexly wrapped gift. 


"Carl," Greg cooed as he pulled away from the embrace. It was at that moment, however, that something 


caught his eye. "Carll" 

"What-- what?" Carl stuttered, trying to sit up with difficulty. 

Greg grasped Carl's wrist and held out his arm to the bedside light. In the proper illumination, Greg could quite 
clearly see a number of bruises lining Carl's upper arms and near his shoulders, the part that was usually 
hidden by his clothing. 

"Who did that?!" Greg asked sternly, voice heavy with concern 

'|-- its nothing, its nothing--" 

"That's not nothing; who did it? Was it your boss?" 


A long pause. 


Carl nodded slowly, finally. 


"Bastard," Greg whispered under his breath. 
"Is okay--" 


‘Its not okay," Greg growled, shaking his head. "Here-- put this on, get warm--" he raised the pyjama top, and 
helped Carl into it. 


With much more than the normal amount of jostling and wiggling, Greg was able to get Carl into the matching 
pyjama bottoms. 


Despite his words of discouragement towards Carl's advances, Greg had a difficult time refraining from giving 
in-- what with that beautiful, toned body within his hands. He was adamant, however, and distracted himself 
and Carl by fixing the latter one a cup of tea, instead. He would not take advantage of Carl. 


Curled up in Greg's bed surrounded by blankets, mug of tea in his hands, Carl looked like an oversized child 
with the flu. A highly intoxicated child Greg's too-large pyjamas didn't help the image, either, and only left Carl 
looking smaller. It was a sight to behold. 


As the clock hands approached 3:47am, Greg found himself curled up against Carl, protective arm around his 


ski my body. 


While Carl was still sitting upright mostly, his head was dipping over to the side, and his mouth hung open 
slightly. He was out cold. Carl's breathing was raspy from his position, but Greg found no trouble drifting into a 
slumber. Although not prepared to admit to it, he suspected it had something to do with the warm young man 


in his arms. 


As Greg would later learn from the bedside clock, it had been less than three hours the pair slept before they 


both were awakened. 


Carl awoke with a burning in his stomach. From his spot in the bed, it appeared the entire room was spinning 
at a speed too fast. Wasting none of what he knew was very little time, he tugged himself out of the bed He 
tried, but was unsuccessful in attempting not to stumble on his way into the bathroom. He bumped against 

everything in his path, threatening to fall with each movement. Finally, he reached the master bathroom, and 


he flicked on the lights without ease. 


He was unsure if he had meant to drop so heavily onto his knees, or if he had lost his fragile balance, but as 
soon as he was on the floor, he had his head bent over the toilet in front of him. With a groan, he gave a 


heave into the porcelain. 


It was the unmistakable sound of alcoholic aftermath that woke Greg. Immediately, he hurried into the 
bathroom, and sunk down beside Carl. He pulled back Carl's soft, but matted hair as the inebriated one 


whimpered and moaned. 
| can't handle it-- everything's spinning," he slurred, gripping tightly onto the cold toilet, his head hanging. 
"Shh, | know-- deep breaths," Greg said, rubbing Carl's back. 


Carl eagerly tried, but opening his mouth so widely ended quite poorly for him, and he coughed in attempt to 
hold it back. 


"Don't hold it in, itll only make it worse,” Greg continued, aching with sympathy for the young man in his arms. 


Carl heeded that advice with much more ease, and groaned once again. "It's too much," he whispered when he 


was spared a moment without sickness. 


"| know. It won't last forever." 


Within an hour, Carl had been returned to the bed. He was curled into the fetal position, with the blanket pulled 
over his head. The sound of the rain hitting the window was making his temples throb. 


"Here," Greg said softly as he returned with a sandwich. 
Carl poked his head out and groaned in pain. "I can't eat," he said. 
"It'll help." Greg set down the plate and sat next to Carl. 


Very slowly, Carl gave an attempt at eating. He took a few small bites, and hoped for the best. Miraculously, 
he was able to keep down the food 


Finding that to be enough success for now, he curled back under the blanket. "My head hurts so badly," he 


murmured, shaking a little. 

"The aspirin | gave you should kick in soon," Greg assured, rubbing Carl's back. 

It did indeed kick in soon, and eventually Carl was able to sleep properly through his headache. It had been so 
long since he had slept in a bed, it felt to him like sleeping on a cloud. Curled up between the old white sheets 


and navy blue blanket, he felt warm and cozy and safe. What a feeling to savour. 


Despite how cute and peaceful Carl looked, Greg didn't stick around. Once he had Carl tucked in and resting, 
Greg dressed himself, wrote a note, and left. He knew exactly where he was going-- it shouldn't take long. 


It was still early, and the roads were mostly abandoned. Greg preferred that, as it left him more ability to 


concentrate. After all, he had quite the handful on his mind. What on earth was he going to do with Carl? Well- 
- he had an idea, he just hoped it went well. Another thing on his mind was how handsy Carl had been last 
night. Yes, he had been drunk, but did he actually have any desire for Greg, deep down? Ugh, Greg thought. It 
had been such a long time since he had any proper interaction with another person-- he was lonely. Carl would 
make such company-~ especially sober-- but who on God's green earth was to say he wanted Greg as 
company? At least, that was what Greg lamented. 


Greg parked his car in the same spot it had been last night. His car was one of the two in the parking lot. Greg 


hadn't expected anyone else, but he knew who it was, and he wasn't disappointed. 


Much to his surprise, the back door of the bar was unlocked. Behind him, he closed it quietly, and walked 
calmly down the hall. He strode with his head held up. He wasn't worried, he wasn't afraid. A very limited 
number of things scared Greg Lake. An abusive bar-owner with a sailor's famous vocabulary was not one of 


them. 
Greg opened the wooden office door with just as much ease as the back door. As expected, there was Mr. 
Waters, sitting at the desk He appeared forlorn, and certainly rather grumpy. He growled like a tiger when he 


saw Greg. 


"What the fuck are you doing here?" Mr. Waters snapped, narrowing his eyes. "Sick of that useless slut 
already? He's good for nothing except his tight, young ass, you know." 


Those words hit Greg with an unexpected twang in his chest. A defensive feeling he hadn't anticipated. 
Unfortunately, he had to be unaware that Mr. Waters had never once touched Carl sexually, and never would. 
Not many people had. 

‘I'm here for his things," Greg said shortly. 

"What, he fucking yours now?" Mr. Waters leaned back in his chair. 

"He's not yours. Where are his things?" 

Mr. Waters scoffed. "Why should | give them to you?" 

"Because if you don't, I'll break your fucking ribs. Make my morning, Waters, and keep arguing with me," Greg 
threatened as he squared his shoulders. While Mr. Waters was taller, Greg was more muscular, and overall 


more intimidating. 


Mr. Waters scoffed once again, but pulled a duffel bag out from under the desk. He tossed it effortlessly to 
Greg, and turned back to the work on his desk. Tsk, Roger-- never turn your back to a threat! 


Luckily for Mr. Waters, however, Greg wasn't about to crack his skull. After all, Greg was smarter than to 


break every bone that annoyed him, especially if they had already cooperated. Anyway-- he didn't like 


bloodshed. 
"This everything?" Greg asked, peeking quickly inside. 


"Yes-- fucking go. Get out of my sight" 


When Greg entered his apartment, he was greeted with something unusual-- the smell of food. Greg was a 
sandwich-and-go or eat out kind of person, and so seldom was it that he had real food cooking in his kitchen 


He headed up the stairs, and into the kitchen, where he found Carl at the stove. 


"Oh! Hi-- hehe, sorry about this, just, y'know, | thought you'd be hungry, and, just, you took such great care 
of me, | wanted to pay it back and all," Carl piped, a blush colour rising on his cheekbones like the sunrise 


pulling itself onto a lake. 


Greg smiled. Truthfully, the feeling of veneration and being doted on was warming his heart more and more by 


the second, and he blushed. "It's no problem. And thank you, | really appreciate it” 


‘Of course! | owe so much to you, you really saved me last night-- from a lot of things," Carl said as he 
flipped the pan-searing sandwich (yes, it was still a sandwich, but it was cooked, and that made it real food. 


Besides, Greg didn't own much to work with) 


"I take it you're feeling better, then?" Greg asked as he shrugged himself out of his coat, and sat down at the 
table. 


"Much better, thank you. | think the headache is dying down now. Or maybe its just the aspirin, but either 
way--" Carl shrugged with a smile as he turned off the stove, and plated the food. 


When his plate was set in front of him, Greg suddenly felt as if he had never properly felt hunger in his life 
before that moment. He didn't usually go this long without at least a square snack, and he wasn't usually 


presented with fine, warm food. 


As they finished their meal, Greg felt satisfied and sleepy. His dazed eyes focused on the remaining crumbs on 
his plate, but they were brought back to attention when he felt Carl's hand rest upon his own. He looked up to 


see the young man smiling at him. 


"Thank you, again, for everything you did. It means the world to me, and | hope I'll be able to repay you," Carl 
said gently. 


"Really, it's been my pleasure to help.’ 


"Well--" Carl continued, standing up, "I'll just wash these up and get out of your hair." 


"Wait-- wait, Carl-- um... Why don't you stay? | mean, stay here with me. You don't have anywhere else to go, 
and | have plenty of space," Greg hurried to say, rubbing the remains of sleepiness out of his eyes. 


"Oh! Gregory--" Carl blushed brightly, "I can't impose myself-- |, | have no job, nothing to offer you--" 
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"You're not imposing yourself, I'm offering. And you don't have to work! I'll take care of it-- it's okay. Please," 
Greg stood up, very lightly taking Carl's hand, "This is how you can repay me-- letting me know you're 


somewhere sate." 

"Well--" Carl bounced his gaze, cheeks still flushed, "You're right, | don't have anywhere else to go." 
"Please, do me the honour and stay." 

After a brief pause of consideration, Carl broke out in a grin, “Alright, | will. Thank you, Greg-- really.” 
--two weeks later-- 


Greg was beginning to become accustomed to the smells of warm dinner when he came home from work. He 
was adjusting to the dustless surfaces all around the house. More so than the clean house and good food, 
however, he was enjoying the comfortable body next to him in bed. Only sleeping, of course. Fully clothed 
Hardly touching. Sometimes, though, Greg woke up in the night with Carl snuggled up against his torso, 
subconsciously (or perhaps not subconsciously?) trying to wiggle his way into Greg's arms. Greg's heart always 
palpitated when that happened. 


Perhaps sleeping in the same bed seemed like a step too fast, but it was the only good option-- and neither of 
them minded. After all, there was no other bed available, and Greg would shave his eyebrows and eat his 
shorts before he let Carl sleep on the cruddy little love seat downstairs. And-- thanks, but no thanks-- he 
wasn't going to sleep on that thing, either. 


As was anticipated, Greg was greeted by the comfortable scent of dinner when he entered the apartment. He 
was grateful; it had been a long day at work. Of course, though, when Carl asked, Greg certainly would not tell 
him all about the bruises he had acquired, the beating his boss‘ cronies gave him, the stress on his shoulders. 
There was no need to worry him (Greg had learned that Carl worried easily). Besides-- that would only make 


Carl wonder what on earth it was that Greg actually did for work-- something Greg hadn't yet divulged. 


One downside to real dinners every night was becoming evident, however. Every night, Greg was feeling full and 
sleepy by 4:00, thanks to all that food! Before, he used to stay up for all hours doing work-- extra work, 
usually. Now he could hardly keep his eyes open by such time. And, after all, feeling that stuffed and sleepy, 
and then remembering that he had the perfect snuggle buddy to curl up with.. Well, it was all formula for 
getting him to bed right away. 


In fact, such was the reason his boss had been so harsh on him lately. The bruises, special beatings, et cetera, 
were all because he had begun to lack in his work He never had the extra paperwork he used to fill out for 
his boss (which he didn't get paid for), he was less enthusiastic of staying late because he was so eager to 
get home (something he didn't tell his boss, of course-- his boss would probably have Carl killed). Had Carl 
known Greg was struggling, he would've set dinner to a later time, or found some other solution Alas unaware, 


dinner was on the table the moment Greg walked in. 


After dinner that night, Greg had gone directly upstairs, divested himself of his shirt, and laid back on the bed. 
Tucking his arms behind his head, and from under heavily lidded eyes, he watched as Carl straightened things 
around the room. Greg felt bad that Carl spent so much time cleaning his messes (which didn't even tend to 
be too plentiful), but he quickly had learned that if he tried to get up and help Carl, he'd be nudged back onto 
the bed, and probably have a cup of hot tea pushed into his hands. Carl liked to stay busy, it seemed. 


As Carl finished returning the room to pristine condition (it didn't take long), he turned to Greg on the bed, 


whose eyelids had sunk low enough not to notice Carl looking at him. Carl smiled to himself. 
"Gregory?" he asked in his lovely, sweet voice, ever so soft. 
"Hmm?" Greg replied, unable to bring himself to opening his heavy eyes. 


"Greg, what do you do for work? Where do you go when you leave?" Carl asked tenderly, but not timidly. It 


was clear Carl wasn't afraid of honesty, and he wasn't afraid of asking for it. 

Greg opened his eyes and viewed Carl looking at him. For a moment, he and Carl locked eyes, and the green and 
brown pierced each other. They went together like the leaves and bark of a strong forest. Greg refrained from 
shivering. Boy, did Carl make Greg feel special. 


With Carl's warm eyes watching him, holding him there like a hug, Greg didn't feel the need to lie, or even beat 
around the bush. Yeah-- honesty. It felt nice. 


"| work for a drug cartel dealing in cocaine," he replied simply and truthfully. 
Carl nodded. As was unexpected for Greg, Carl didn't freak out. He didn't become uncomfortable. He just nodded. 
After a moment, he even smiled. He smiled, and crawled onto the bed, curling up to Greg. He rested his head 


against Greg's chest, and Greg couldn't help but shiver. Carl had never previously snuggled up so intimately. 


"You're not scared?" Greg inquired as he slowly-- tentatively-- put his arm around Carl to complete the 


embrace. 
"No-- | know you. You aren't your job." 


"You haven't known me that long," Greg pointed out softly. 


"No, but | think | understand you. | understand that you've taken a job to make things get by, and this just 
happens to be the job. It doesn't reflect who you are." 


Looking back, in retrospect, Greg pinpointed that moment as the very moment when he first felt the spikes of 


love for a dear Carl Palmer. 

Greg spoke after a moment paused, "You don't think l'm a bad man?" 

"Not unless there's something I'm not being shown" 

Greg smiled bashfully. "There isn't” 

"Then | think you're a wonderful, good person who got stuck with an illegal job." 


Greg could feel himself swooning and blushing over the love he was being shown. Taking a bit of a chance, he 


moved his hand to stroke Carl's velvety hair. Carl nearly purred like a house cat in response. 


"Mmm, Greg--" Carl cooed. In an unexpected gesture, he arched up a bit, and kissed Greg gently. Thanks to the 
lack of alcohol in his system, this time he was able to land his lips perfectly upon Greg's. 


Greg closed his eyes slowly as he kissed back. He savoured Carl's taste-- now much less like vodka, and instead 
holding subtle hints of.. Strawberry? It was delightful. He had the soft taste of candy, sweet like he was. Greg 


anticipated that he may soon develop a sweet tooth just for Carl's special taste. 


Greg suddenly shivered as he felt Carl's warm hands running down his bare chest. Opening his eyes as Carl 
broke away from the kiss, he saw Carl begin to move his lips down. Firstly down his neck, then his chest. Greg 
let out a staggered breath as Carl's lips and tongue found one of his nipples. 


When Carl adjusted himself to be straddling Greg's hips, Greg rested his broad hands upon Carl's waist. Slowly 
upwards his hands went, taking the edge of Carl's t-shirt with them, removing the garment. Again was Carl's 
perfectly smooth chest within his touch, and this time he didn't hold back on kissing every inch of it. He laid 


kisses down Carl's collarbone, between his pecs, atop each of his nipples. 


Carl shivered, and couldn't stop himself from grinding against Greg like a cat in heat. Already was he nursing 
an uncomfortable hard-on, and he was aching for Greg to touch it, to take care of it. He was trying to keep 
himself under control, but he found himself jutting out his pelvis-- inviting Greg to do as he wished. 


Greg smirked. He was intrigued by how young and restless Carl was. Rather than leave him hanging, Greg slid 
one of his hands down to the front of Carl's trousers. He rested it upon the hot, hard bulge, and gave it a 


smooth rub. 


"Greg--" Carl gasped, bucking forward his hips even further. 


Greg grinned slyly as he unzipped the tight trousers, and brought them down with the underwear (a garish 
pink colour). Carl adjusted himself so he could properly get out of the pants. Finally he was free, and settled 
again on Greg's hips, hard-on hanging ready in front of him. In desperation, Carl grasped his erection in his own 
hand. However, Greg thought that as entirely his job, and immediately replaced Carl's hand. 


Beneath him, Carl could feel Greg's cock growing against his trousers. When Carl unzipped and tugged down the 
offensive garments, Greg's cock popped free, and leaned heavily against his thigh. Immediately, Carl fell in love 
with its size. Shorter and thicker than his own-- it looked perfect. He gave it a good few strokes, matching the 
speed that Greg had on his. 

"Greg-- oh, Greg, fuck me--" Carl whined, rocking back and forth his pelvis. 

"Yes, | will-- oh God," Greg replied, his voice heavy with arousal, "Do you want to ride me?" 

"Yes-- God yes-- yes, please, | want to ride you." 

Greg sat up and quickly rummaged through the drawer in the bedside table, on the off-chance he had any 
lube. Much to his luck, he did-- just enough. With his hands fumbling, he managed to slick up two of his 
fingers. Slowly, he teased Carl's entrance. 

"Greg, please--" Carl whimpered, and gave a little squeak when he was penetrated. 


"You're tight," Greg said, smirking a bit as he inserted the second one. 


Carl giggled in response, blushing behind his hair, but said nothing, refusing to allude to how few or many 
partners he had had (something Greg had to admit he was curious about). 


When Greg continued to tease Carl with his fingers, Carl grew a bit impatient. He tried not to be too whiny, 
but lamented, "Oh, fuck me already, please-- I'm ready--" 


"You sure?" Greg asked coyly. 
"Yes-- yes, please--" 


Greg took a moment to lubricate his erection before he rubbed it against Carl's entrance. Without warning, 


Carl took the lead and slid himself onto it, gasping loudly in perfect pleasure. 


As he lowered himself slowly onto Greg, he gripped tightly onto his partner's shoulders. Greg, as a distraction 
for the stretching, kissed Carl tenderly. He pulled Carl close like two water drops in cohesion. Once his erection 
was fully sheathed inside of Carl's tight, hot, squirming body, he let out a long sigh of relief-- almost 
shuddering at the pleasure. 


Like the good-- and apparently experienced-- boy he was, Carl began to shift himself up and down on Greg's 
cock without needing to be prompted. It didn't take him long at all to gain speed, and soon he was riding Greg 
like a new stallion. The sound of skin rubbing against skin, Carl's glorious whimpers, and the noisy creaking of 
the bed combined perfectly to make utterly arousing music to Greg's ears. In response to the overwhelming 


pleasure, he slid his hands down and slapped them over Carl's soft ass, gripping onto it. 
"Oh! Oh-- fuck, Greg--" Carl gasped, nipping his nails into the smooth flesh of Greg's shoulders. 
"You're so tight and perfect," Greg said in nearly a heavy whisper as he helped to guide Carl's speed. 


It didn't take much time before Greg could feel his orgasm building and coming on. As he felt such, he 
simultaneously grasped Carl's achingly stiff cock. In his hand, he began to treat it to the tight pleasure he was 
currently engulfed in, making his best attempt at keeping the speeds together. 


Like a cat, Carl whimpered and writhed in magnificent desperation. Using all of his strength, he refrained from 
pulling on Greg's thick hair, and alternatively gave a powerful, tight grip to his partner's broad shoulders. 
Arching his back and tossing his head a bit, he nearly howled as he came into Greg's palm and on his pleasantly 
soft stomach. 


"Greg! Oh, fuck, Greg, l-- ah!" Carl stuttered and babbled in the height of his climax. 


Greg tipped over almost immediately as Carl did, and he buried himself deep in his lover with a cry of white- 
hot bliss. His hands held tightly onto Carl as he rode out his long, heavy orgasm. As it drew its close, Greg 
realised that it must have been one of the most powerful climaxes he had had in quite a long time. Certainly 
not something you achieve by yourself, and seldom something you achieve even with a decent partner. Carl 


sure was something else, and whatever chemistry they had was damn fireworks. 

Carl collapsed thereupon on Greg's chest, burying his face in the crook of his neck. They held onto each other 
tightly, their irregular, erratic breathing fighting against the other. Greg brushed sweat-damp hair gently out 
of Carl's face as they rested. 


"You're so damn pretty," Greg remarked, looking down at the young man in his arms. 


Carl's cheeks flushed further than they already were, and he shook his head-- nuzzling it into Greg's neck-- 


and giggled. "You're too sweet." 

"Well, it's true," Greg smiled. 

Carl leaned up and kissed Greg. "C'mon," he said finally, "Let's clean up." 

Leisurely, the pair rose, and headed into the bathroom. As Greg started the shower, Carl gazed in the mirror, 


fidgeting with a small patch of acne on the left side of his forehead. He hoped nobody noticed it. They didn't, of 


course, but you can be damn sure he was scrubbing his face six times a day. 


As Greg and Carl stood together under the spray of the shower, they let the water sluice over their bodies. 
It washed away the dried sweat, the tangible evidence of their pleasure. Greg stood behind Carl, and he rested 
his hands ever so gently on the latter man's biceps, kissing his shoulders lightly. 


Carl shivered and swooned in response, leaning back into Greg's touch. Greg's wide hands moved downwards on 
Carl's body, using the excuse of washing him, but in reality, he was eager to feel Carl's smooth skin beneath 
his. He swept his hands over Carl's chest and down his torso. He moved in a broad circular motion. Carl took 


the opportunity to rub his pert ass against Greg in a response. Greg shivered. 

"Horny again already?" he inquired, kissing the slim muscle where Carl's neck met his shoulder. 
"Aren't you?" Carl quipped, guiding Greg's hands lower. 

"Mm, a bit," Greg admitted as his fingers brushed over Carl's hip bones. 


Carl simpered as he reached slowly behind him, and blindly found Greg's cock, which was in the beginning 
stages of erecting. Greg, as response, let out a soft breath, and wrapped his thick fingers around Carl's. They 
began to move their hands together, back and forth. Carl arched his head back to Greg, and their lips crashed 
together. Without any delay, their mouths moved together in harmony, open and wet. 


With the pace of their hands quickening, Carl was reduced to a writhing mess. He leaned against Greg, arching 
his back. Greg pushed Carl forward a bit, against the shower wall, pressing against Carl from behind. The action 


drew a pleased whimper from Carl's lips, which were currently occupied by Greg's. 


It didn't take long for both of them to finish. Together, they squirmed and moaned, whimpering each other's 


name as they came; Carl on the shower wall, and Greg on Carl's ass. 
"God," Greg whispered, in awe that he could accomplish another orgasm on par with his last. 
"Yeah, me too," Carl said, breathing heavily. 


It was at that moment of extreme contentment, however, that they began to feel the water from the shower 
cool. Giving a short shiver, they hastened to clean and wash each other. Gelid, Greg hurried to grab two towels 
as they stepped out. 


Washed and dried, they slid into the great bed together. They warmed up almost instantly as their bare skin 
rubbed together underneath the thick blanket. Greg enveloped himself over Carl as the big spoon, with his 
arms wrapped comfortably tight around his waist. Carl, curled to Greg, held both of his lover's hands tightly in 
his own, taking time to kiss each knuckle. 


Greg laid his lips to the top of Carl's still-damp head, but felt his own eyelids drooping. It was quickly 


approaching eleven o'clock, which was far past his bedtime as of late. It was impossible to keep from drifting to 


sleep forthwith, but Carl followed close behind. Together, they left each other consciously, and dreamed of 


each other in the unconscious. 


